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Receive this famous 
14-volume Law library 
with your training 


HATEVER your present position, whatever your pre- 

vious schooling, you can multiply your opportunities 
for rapid promotion, big income and prestige through 
LaSalle Law Training at home. 

A knowledge of Law is regarded today as indispensable 
in every business activity. The greatly increased role of 
government in business, the many new problems of Law 
involving taxes, insurance, contracts, liability, employ- 
ment—and much more—all require the legally-trained 
executive who can make day-to-day decisions effectively. 
That is why leading corporations seek out such men for 
key positions and reward them with top salaries. 


Study in your spare time 


Men and women in accounting, banking, sales, credit, real 
estate, traffic, insurance, government and the armed 
services have profited from LaSalle law training. 


This valuable booklet 


TRAINING FOR 


LEADERSHIP to men who want 


mt Enjoy the rewards offered law-trained men in business 


@\ Study LAW at home 


EARN AN LL.B. DEGREE FROM LA SALLE 


\MERICAN [AMERICAN PAMERICAN AMERICA 
LAW | LAW — LAW § LAW 


You can master Law easily and enjoyably in your own 
home under the supervision of LaSalle’s distinguished 
faculty of lawyer-instructors. You work with actual legal 
cases, acquiring real experience. Upon completion of your 
training, you are awarded a Bachelor of Laws degree if 
qualified. The famed LaSalle law library of 14 volumes 
is given to you as part of your course. 


The cost is remarkably low 


For more than half a century LaSalle has been an 
acknowledged leader in business training, with more than 
1,000,000 students. Why be stalled ina dead-end job when 
a knowledge of Law will make you worth so much more 
money? Send for the free booklet “Law Training for 
Leadership” and see how LaSalle can help you move up 
rapidly in your career. The cost is low. Mail coupon to 
LaSalle, 417 South Dearborn Street, Chicago 5, Illinois. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


A Correspondence Institution 


417 S. Dearborn, Dept. 41-072, Chicago, Illinois GO605 


Please mail me, free of cost or obligation, your 
illustrated booklet “Law Training for Leadership.” 
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LEWIN & CURTIS 
Come back, fellas! 


THE GOLDEN YEARS 
The story of the Graham brothers 
(Reunion of a Great Tag Team, March 
/65) was terrific, It was a nostalgic 
reminder of a time I call “The Golden 
Years’—1957 to 1960—when Eddie 
and Jerry, The Kangaroos, Mark Lew- 
in and Don Curtis and other great tag- 
teams were making New York the 
wrestling capital of the nation. How 
[I'd love to see those wonderful days 
come back! And they could, if only 
The Kangaroos would return to us, 
and Lewin and Curtis would reunite. 
JERRY TAVOLOTT 
South Ozone Park, N. Y. 


CONFUSED 
I'm yery confused. In The Destroyer 

S-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s His Luck (Feb/65), 
we're told that Cowboy Bob Ellis was 
unable to pull the mask off his mysteri- 
ous opponent and that, after the match, 
The Destroyer’s identity was still an 
unfathomable secret. I presume that 
the bout took place recently, and that’s 
what throws me. Here in Atlanta last 
year, The Destroyer was beaten and 
unmasked by our own Joe Scarpa, and 
revealed to be Billy Strong. Since then, 
Strong has been teamed up with Don 
Fargo. What gives? How many De- 
stroyers are there? 

MARY PATTERSON 

Atlanta, Ga. 


® We don’t blame you for being con- 
fused, Mary. So far as we know, there 
are two Destroyers. The one we wrote 
about is the original Destroyer, whose 
identity remains wrestling’s best kept 
secret,—ED. 


A PREDICTION... 

It’s hard to believe that Lou Thesz 
Was serious when he named Don Cur- 
tis as his most likely successor to the 
title (Feb/65). To my mind, there is 
only one man that Lou should beware 
—Karl Gotch, a standout in pure wres- 


tling science, Needless to say, I am an 
avid Gotch fan and thoroughly enjoyed 
his story, The Snakepit Taught Me To 
Kill (Mar/65). I predict that, within 
three years, Karl will be the first un- 
disputed world champion since Jim 
Londos. He can’t miss! 

TERRY RAINS 

Cabot, Ark. 


“GIMME GIMMICKS,’’ HE SAYS 
People who knock slapstick wres- 
tling, bleached hair, fancy robes and 
other gimmicks give me a swift pain. 
Such antics and paraphernalia provide 
color and showmanship to wrestling, 
and are the ingredients for sellout 
houses. I, for one, wouldn’t give a 
counterfeit dime to see so-called 
“straight” wrestling. There’s gotta be a 
little something extra—a gimmick to 
spice up the show. 
BRUCE GOERZ 
Edmonton, Canada 


ODE TO BRUNO 
I dedicate this, my first effort at 
poetry, to Bruno Sammartino, the 
greatest wrestler of all time: 
There is a wrestler that I adore. 
To me, he means so much more 
Than any other. 
When he steps regally into that ring, 
It gives me such a jolting zing 
That I shudder. 
From the very first time I saw the guy 
I cry 'till 1 think I'm going to die, 
When he gets slugged. 
It's one of those things one can’t 
explain, 
This ache, this pain, this burning 
flame. 
It's got me bugged. 
As long as 1 live I'll be a fan 
Of the wonderful, gorgeous hunk 
of man 
Whose name is Bruno. 
LORRAINE N. SAUNDRA 
Carmichaels, Pa. 


A NIGHT TO REMEMBER 

Remind most fans here that Edmon- 
ton is Gene Kiniski’s home town, and 
they'll either glare at you or hang their 
heads in shame, But there was a night 
recently when things took an amazing 
turn, when Gene was actually cheered 
by the home folk, No, he hasn’t re- 
formed. He’s still as nasty as ever. But 
on this occasion, he was wrestling some- 
one even more evil, more villainous— 
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.».AND A SURRENDER 
I guess every fan has his opinion as 

to who is most likely to dethrone Lou 
Thesz. I once said that “Ilio DiPaolo 
would definitely take the title from 
Lou, if given the opportunity.” Then I 
found out that DiPaolo did get the op- 
portunity recently, in Winnipeg, Can- 
ada, and, like hundreds of others, fluff- 
ed it. So I’ve given up prognosticating 
and accept the fact that Thesz will hold 
the crown for many, many years, He’s 
in a class by himself. 

JOHN DUBEY 

Berlin, N. H. 


a vast, 360-pound mountain of hateful 
muscle named Klondike Bill. The bat- 
tle, as savage an affair as ever has been 
seen, had the fans screaming in hyste- 
ria throughout. Bill pulled every dirty 
trick in the book, and when they didn’t 
work, tried to clobber Kiniski with a 
bench. But Gene, to everyone’s sur- 
prise, didn’t go berserk, Instead, he 
almost casually set about chopping 
down Klondike and won the match 
without resorting to fouls. It was a night 
local fans will never forget. And it 
should be a night Kiniski will never 
forget; a night when, for once, he was 
everyone’s hero. 

JENNY BENN 

Edmonton, Canada 


DISCERNING READER 
One of the most popular stars to ap- 

pear in this area is Nick Kozak. Nick, 
who has racked up a long list of wins, 
never fails to give the fans their 
money’s worth—and then some. But 
there’s more to him than everyday sen- 
sational wrestling ability; there’s a world 
of reading discernment. How do I 
know? Easy. I discovered that when 
he’s not poring over the latest issue of 
WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED, Nick 
can be found immersed in its sister 
magazine, BOXING INTERNATION- 
AL. To prove my point, I snapped a 
picture of Nick at our arena the other 
night (see cut). 

GENE GORDON 

Charlotte, N. C. 
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NICK KOZAK 
More than a wrestler 
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We Proudly Announce the Birth of 


Devoted to the Sports of 


BOXING AND WRESTLING 
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We invite you to become a Charter Subscriber 
~at a Reduced Rate—to Both these exuciting publications. 


BOXING 


INTERNATIONAL 
ALL STAR WRESTLING 


EXCITING 
12 \ssues °5 
FOR ONLY 


A $1.00 Saving over 
the newsstand price 


Our staff of top writers, photog- 
raphers and artists prepare a 
delightful blend of the old and 
the new to suit your individual 
taste. No other magazine can 
approach 


BOXING 


INTERNATIONAL 
ALL STAR WRESTLING 


in world-wide coverage and in- 
side stories. And don’t forget 
our fabulous illustrations which 
accompany every story. That’s 
not all. You will also find a 
classic FULL-COLOR Pin-Up in 
every issue. 

As for ratings, BOXING INTER- 
NATIONAL is No. 1. We rate 
50 fighters in each major weight 
division (440 in all), and we 
do it with a new, exclusive, 
numerical system. Of course we 
haven't forgotten the legions of 
enthusiastic wrestling fans. In 
BOXING INTERNATIONAL - ALL 
STAR WRESTLING they will find 
a wealth of feature articles 
guaranteed to satisfy even the 
most critical readers. 


YOXING 


INTERNATIONAL 


sax WRESTLING 


Souvenir Issue & THE BIG TIGHT-CLAY ve LISTON 


'Wrestlin : 


ENTIER MEER, CHAMPAGNE AND BLOU 


Sane Money by Ord 


SPECIAL cians OFFER 
= 


EXCITING ISSUES FOR ONLY 
“10 


YOU WON'T WANT TO MISS a single copy of these action- 
packed magazines. But you know how frustrating it can be 
when your newsdealer tells you, “Sorry, we're all sold out.” 
So subscribe to BOTH publications—and avoid disappointment. 
You will get a total of 24 whopping issues covering every 
aspect of these colorful sports, Every copy will feel as crisp 
and fresh as it does when it comes off the presses—that’s 
because we mail your magazines flat in a sturdy, weatherproof 
plastic bag. You will be proud to add both BOXING INTER- 
NATIONAL and WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED to your prized col- 
lection. So take advantage of this money-saving combination 
offer. Rush coupon with check or money order for $10—and 
start enjoying the fabulous stories we've got in store for you. 
Do it NOW—while you're still thinking about it. 


FILL OUT THIS COUPON AND MAIL TODAY 
EERE BE ERR REESE ee ee 


G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING CORP. 

Box 58 

Rockville Centre, L.1., New York 11571 

Please enter my subscription as checked below. 

1 have enclosed payment in full. 

Name Ae Oe tec 
(Please Print) 

Address 

City State Zip Code 


Please check 


10 l-year combination subscrip- 
tion to both magazines 


Offer good in U. S. and Canada only. Add $2 for 
delivery to all other countries. 


l-year subscription to Boxing 
International—All Star Wrestling 


l-year subscription to Wrestling 
illustrated 


WRESTLING 


ILLUSTRATED 


EXCITING 
ISSUES °6 
FOR ONLY 


Here, at long last, is what 
wrestling fans the world over 
have been waiting for—A 
MONTHLY magazine devoted 
exclusively to wrestling. 


WRESTLING 


ILLUSTRATED 


will keep you up-to-date on mat 
results from all over the world. 
It will have an intriguing fan 
club section in which you can 
participate. And its stories and 
pictures will fascinate you. We 
will take you behind the scenes, 
into the dressing rooms and 
into the stars’ personal lives. 
But that’s not all. Every issue 
of WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED 
will have a giant-size Pin-Up 
picture in FULL-COLOR. The 
Pin-Up alone is worth the price 
of the entire isue. Remember, 
WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED is 
the only magazine designed 
specifically for you—the wres- 
tling fan. 

So subscribe now! 
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If you are troubled by thinning hair, 
dandruff, itchy scalp, if you fear approach- 
ing baldness, read the rest of this statement 
carefully. It may mean the difference to you 
between saving your hair and losing the rest 
of it to eventual baldness. 

Baldness is simply a matter of subtraction. 
When the number of new hairs fail to equal 
the number of falling hair, you end up minus 
your head of hair (bald). Why not avoid bald- 


ness by preventing unnecessary loss of hair? 


Why not turn the tide of battle on your head 
by eliminating needless causes of hair loss 
and give Nature a chance to grow more hair 
for you? Many of the country’s dermatologists 
and other foremost hair and scalp specialists 
believe that seborrhea, a common scalp dis- 
order, causes hair loss. What is seborrhea? It 
is a bacterial infection of the scalp that can 
eventually cause permanent damage to the 
hair follicles. Its visible evidence is “thinning” 
hair. Its end result is baldness. Its symptoms 
are dry, itchy scalp, dandruff, oily hair, head 
scales, and progressive hair loss. 

So, if you are beginning to notice that your 
forehead is getting larger, beginning to 
notice that there is too much hair on your 
comb, beginning to be worried about the dry- 


Male pattern baldness is the cause of 
the great majority of cases of baldness 
and excessive hair loss. In such cases 
neither the Comate treatment nor any 
other treatment is effective. 


1 used to comb out a hand- 
ful of h.ir at a time. Now 
only Bes 4-6 on my comb. 
The terrible itching has 
stopped."* 


D scalp and hair.’ 
—L.H.M., Los Angeles, Cal. = 


“Comate is successful in 
every way you mention. Used 
it only 4 few days and can 
see twe big change in my 


C.E.H., N. Richland, Wash: 


An Important Message 


~ 10 Every Man And Woman 


In America 


ness of your hair, the itchyness of your scalp, 
the ugly dandruff — these are Nature's Red 
Flags warning you of impending baldness. 
Even if you have been losing your hair for 
some time, don’t let seborrhea rob you of the 
rest of your hair. 


HOW COMATE WORKS 
ON YOUR SCALP 


The development of an amazing new hair 
and scalp medicine called Comate is specifi- 
cally designed to control seborrhea and stop 
the hair loss if causes. It offers the opportunity 
to thousands of men and women losing their 
hair to bacterial infection to reverse the battle 
they are now losing on their scalps. By stop- 
ping this impediment to normal hair growth, 
new hairs can grow as Nature intended. 

This is how Comate works: (1) It combines 
in a single scalp treatment the essential cor- 
rective factors for normal hair growth. By its 
rubifacient action it stimulates blood circu- 
lation to the scalp, thereby supplying more 
nutrition to still-alive hair follicles. (2) As a 
highly effective antiseptic, Comate kills on 
contact the seborrhea-causing scalp bacteria 
believed to be a cause of baldness, (3) By its 


Note To Doctors 
Doctors, clinics and hospitals inter- 


ested in scalp disorders can obtain 
professional samples and literature on 
written request. 


“lve used a good many dif- 
ferent ‘tonics.’ But until | 
tried Comate, | had no re- 
sults. Now I'm rid of dan- 
druff, and itchy scalp. My 
hair looks thicker.” 

—G. E:, Alberta, Canada 


“My hair has improved. it 
used to fall out by handtuls. 
Comate stopped it from 
falling out." —O. M. H., 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 


“My hair has quit falling 
out and eee thin.” 
—0. W. G., c/o FPO., N.Y. 


“My husband has tried many 
treatments and spent a great 
deal of money on his scalp. 
Nothing helped until he 
started using your formula." 
—Mrs. R. LeB, Piqua, Ohio 


“My hair was thin at the 
temples, and all over. Now 
It looks so much thicker, 
1 can tell it.” 3 

—Miss C.T.,San Angelo, Tex. 


“Now my hair looks quite 
thick." ; 
<6. J. K., Chicago, Il. 


“My hair had been coming 
out amd breaking off for 
about 21 years and Comate 
has improved it so much.’ 

—Mrs. J. E., Lisbon, Ga. 


"Used it twice and HH hair 
has already stopped fa Wi 
=R. H., Corona, Cal. 


“No trouble with dandruff 
since | started using it.” 
=L. W. W., Galveston, Tex. 


“It really has improved my 
hair in one week, and 1 know 
t will be in 


Name. 


Please send at once the complete COMATE hair and scalp 
treatment (60 days’ supply) in plain wrapper. | must be 
complete! 
you GUA! 
unused portion of treatment. 
CO Enclosed find $10. (Check, cash money order) 
Send postpaid. 
] Send €.0.0. | will pay postman $10 plus 
about $1.50 in postal charges on delivery. 
Save the $1.50 by enclosing $10. 


EE ———————— Sea 


5 


Losing His Or Her Hair 


keratolitic action it dissolves ugly dandruff. 
By tending to normalize the lubrication of the 
hair shaft it corrects excessively dry and oily 
hair. It eliminates head scales and scalp itch. 

In short, Comate offers you in a single 
treatment the best that modern medicine has 
developed for the preservation of your hair. 
There is no excuse today except ignorance 
for any man or woman to neglect seborrhea 
and pay the penalty of hair loss. 


COMATE IS 
UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED 


To you we offer this UNCONDITIONAL 
GUARANTEE. Treat your scalp to Comate in 
your own home, following the simple direc- 
tions. See for yourself in your own mirror how 
after a few treatments, Comate makes your 
hair look thicker and alive. How Comate ends 
your dandruff, stops your scalp itch. How 
Comate gives your hair a chance to grow. 
Most men and women report results after the 
first treatment, some take longer, But we say 
this to you. If, for any reason, you are not 
completely satisfied with the improvement in 
your own case — AT ANY TIME — return 
the unused portion for a prompt refund. No 
questions asked. 

But don’t delay. For the sake of your hair, 
order Comate today. Nothing — not even 
Comate — can grow hair from dead follicles. 
Fill out the coupon now, and take the first 
step toward a good head of hair again. 
©1962 Comate Corporation, 20 West 45 Street, New York 36 


Pe ses BSB BFS SF FSS SS 
COMATE CORPORATION Dept. 3605C 
20 West 45th Street, New York 36, N.Y. a 


sotistied with the results of the treatment, or 
ANTEE prompt ond full refund upon return of 


State. 


RUSH THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY! 


THE BATTLE OF THE CENTURY FOR THE UNDISPUT 


Because of indifferent or sketchy news coverage, only a 

small part of the wrestling world knew that Buddy Rogers 

(left) had lost his title to Lou Thesz in Toronto, Canada. 
Promoter Sam Muchnick is about to give Buddy's gold-and- 
silver belt to Thesz, now the “undisputed” world champion... 


LOU THESZ VS. 


Will the big bout really take place? 
If it does, where will it be held, and 
which man will be introduced as the 
world’s champion? Here’s an inside 
progress report. ... 


FOR THE LAST two-and-a-half years, wrestling 
fans the world over have been scratching their 
heads and wondering why some smart promoter 
hasn’t put Lou Thesz and Bruno Sammartino into 
the same ring, advertised the match as “The Bat- 
tle of the Century—for the Undisputed Heavy- 
weight Championship of the World,” and pock- 
eted a few hundred thousand for his troubles. 


10 


The fact is that just about every promoter in 
the U.S. and Canada has long been willing to cut 
off his “good right arm” to land this match, but 
all attempts thus far have resulted in dismal fail- 
ure. Said one disgusted West Coast promoter, “To 
make this match, a man would have to have the 
wisdom of a King Solomon, the diplomatic skill 
of a Winston Churchill and the muscle of an Al 
Capone.” 

And another promoter, a multimillionaire from 
a big Southern city, summed it up this way: “I 
did everything humanly possible to match Thesz 
and Sammartino, but all I got for my troubles 
were excuses and aggravation. I really think it 
would be easier to negotiate a cease-fire in Viet 
Nam than it would be to cut through the endless 
barriers that are blocking this match.” 

What are these barriers? To understand them, 


. .. Buta few weeks later, Rogers, still represented as 

the champion, met Bruno Sammartino in New York’s Madison 
Square Garden. Bruno astounded the crowd by bear-hugging 
Buddy into submission in a matter of seconds. As far as 

New Yorkers were concerned, Bruno was the new champion. 


RUNO SAMMARTINO 


we first must study the background. 

In the winter of 1962, Buddy Rogers, who had 
enjoyed almost universal recognition as world’s 
heavyweight wrestling champion, lost his title to 
Lou Thesz in Toronto. Thesz’ victory was abso- 
lute and undisputed because he pinned Rogers 
flat on his back in the third and deciding fall 
of the best two-out-of-three-falls match. 

But a few weeks later, a very strange thing 
happened. Rogers stepped into the ring at’ New 
York’s Madison Square Garden to wrestle Bruno 
Sammartino. Now there was nothing wrong with 
that. But Rogers was wearing a championship 
belt. It was a beautiful belt, made of gold and 
silver and set against a base of black velvet. But 
it wasn’t the same belt Buddy had lost to Thesz 
in Toronto. And, as a matter of fact, on the very 
same night Rogers stepped into the Madison 
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D HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPIONSHIP OF THE WORLD 


Square Garden ring, Thesz was successfully de- 
fending his titl—and belt—against Fritz Von 
Erich in Houston, Texas. 

Sammartino overpowered Rogers and pinned 
him, Then the announcer handed Buddy’s gold 
and silver belt to Bruno, raised Sammartino’s 
tree-like right arm and announced in a booming 
voice, “The winner and new world’s heavyweight 
champion, Bruno Sammartino!” 

But how could Buddy Rogers lose the same 
championship twice? How could his defeat by 
Thesz be so brazenly disregarded as if it had 
never happened? 

It could happen only in professional wrestling, 
and the blame must fall squarely on the nation’s 
mass news media for their complete indifference 
toward professional wrestling and their stubborn 
refusal to treat it like any other sport. 
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Drawn by the magnetic appeal of these two tremendous per- 
formers, the fans fought to get into the Garden (top 

photo), creating a traffic jam along Eighth Ave. Here, 
Rogers struts in ring before start of bout that has raised 
one of the key barriers in the Thesz-Sammartino sessions. 
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Because wrestling match results are not sent 
over the news wires, nobody outside of Toronto 
knew that Rogers had been beaten by Thesz. 
Therefore, those who jammed Madison Square 
Garden to see Rogers defend his “title” against 
Sammartino had no reason to doubt that Buddy 
had a legitimate crown to defend. 

Of course when the wrestling magazines circu- 
lated the Toronto story, people in New York 
started to wonder what the devil was going on, 
and one asked the other, “How could Rogers lose 
a title he never had?” 

But at this point another strange thing hap- 
pened. Because Sammartino is such a mountain 
of muscle, and so tremendous a wrestler, New 
Yorkers considered him unbeatable and hence the 
rightful champion. 

So they closed their eyes to what had happened 
in Toronto and staunchly insisted that Big Bruno 
was the one and only heavyweight champion of 
the world, and that if there really was a guy 
named Lou Thesz who wanted to make something 
of it, all he had to do was come to New York 
where “Our Bruno” would rip his arms out of his 
sockets and send him scampering back to To- 
ronto, or Phoenix or wherever the devil else he 
was supposed to come from. 

You must bear in mind, in trying to under- 
stand this perplexing situation, that Sammartino 
confines his activities to a few Eastern states and 
Southeastern Canada, while Thesz has the rest 
of the world. But never, never, have they crossed 
over into each other’s territories. 

For example: to fans in Texas, California and 
Oregon, Sammartino is just a name they have 
seen in magazines, while Lou Thesz is a real life 
giant who has squashed every man who has dared 
to oppose him. And, conversely, in Washington, 
D. C., Pittsburgh, Baltimore and New Haven, 
Thesz is just a musty name out of the past, like 
Jim Londos and Admiral Dewey, while mighty 
Bruno Sammartino, who can rip out a big tree 
by its roots with his bare hands, is in a elass with 
Superman. 

It seems to us that the root of the problem in 
the great Thesz-Sammartino debate is simply a 
lack of communication. If only Thesz would 
sneak into Sammartino’s domain once in a while 
and show the people there what he can do—and 
vice versa—the problem would solve itself be- 
cause even if they didn’t wrestle against each 
other, at least the fans would be able to decide 
for themselves which one is the better wrestler. 
At least it would be a step in the right direction. 

But please don’t misunderstand, The Battle of 
the Century may still take place. Yes, it could 
happen if the major points of dispute can be re- 
solved. What are those points? There are three: 

1) Where would the match take place? 

2) Who would be the referee and judges? 

3) Which man would be introduced as cham- 
pion of the world and thus be entitled to the 
king-sized 33% percent of the receipts? 

Both sides haye had four top secret meetings 
in the last year-and-a-half, trying to resolve these 


stumbling blocks. Each session broke up without 
a final agreement. 

Spokesman for Thesz—and the National Wres- 
tling Alliance, which recognizes Lou as cham- 
pion—is Sam Muchnick of St. Louis. Speaking for 
Sammartino—and the World Wide Wrestling 
Federation, which recognizes Bruno—are Vince 
McMahon of Washington, D.C., and Willie Gil- 
zenberg of Newark, N.J. All three spokesmen are 
proud men who believe their cause is right and 
they have refused to budge an inch—so far. But 
we still have hope. 

The Thesz faction suggested four cities for a 
possible site, and left the final selection up to 
the other side. The proposed cities were: Houston, 
St. Louis, Mexico City and Toronto. 

All four were promptly rejected by the Sam- 
martino faction, which countered with Washing- 
ton, D.C., Pittsburgh, Baltimore, Montreal and 
New York, with particular emphasis on New 
York, They said that if The Battle were held in 
the 80,000-seat Yankee Stadium, and the tickets 
were priced as they would be for a World Series, 
the gate could approach one million dollars. 

The Thesz spokesmen considered that possibil- 
ity with watering mouths, A million-dollar gate? 
Wow! But there was danger in New York. That 
was the heart of “Sammartino-land.” Imagine the 
emotional turmoil of an audience that would pack 
the Stadium to back Bruno. It might be too much 
even for the great Lou Thesz. Lou was sure he 
could handle the Italian Powerhouse—but 80,000 
screaming goombahs... ? 

The Thesz faction rejected Yankee Stadium— 
with regrets. And the Sammartino side rejected 
Houston, Toronto, St. Louis and Mexico City be- 
cause they considered those places “Thesz-land.” 

Then somebody suggested Chicago. Ah, Chi- 
cago. A wonderful town and the scene of so 
many historic wrestling matches. Chicago? Why 
not? The Thesz people explained why not. 

Chicago, they said, was a dead wrestling city. 
It had been lying stone cold dead for more than 
a year. “We don’t,” said the brains behind Lou 
Thesz, “want to spill blood in Chicago for noth- 
ing.” Then, this spokesman added with a chuckle, 
“We don’t even want to spill Sammartino’s 
blood in Chicago.” 

When point No. 1, selection of the site, could 
not be resolved, the parties switched to point 
No. 2 with the idea that they could always get 
back to No. 1. Who would select the referee and 
the judges? 

“We will abide by the selections of the athletic 
commission in whichever state the match is held,” 
said the Sammartino crowd. 

There was no objection from the Thesz faction. 
At last, one barrier had been successfully hurdled. 

Now the question was, should they go back to 
point No. 1 or proceed to No, 3, unquestionably 
the most explosive issue of all: Which man 
would be introduced as the champion and thus 
command the lion’s share of the gate? 

It was decided to proceed to No. 3. 

Said the Thesz group, abruptly, “We refuse to 
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Thesz’ title defenses (he is shown here against Danny 
Hodge) don’t cut any ice with Eastern fans. To them, 
Bruno is the real champ and if Lou feels otherwise, they 
say, their hero will be glad to show him who's the boss. 


even discusss the question of who is the cham- 
pion. There can be no doubt who the champion 
is because there can be only one champion—Lou 
Thesz. He won the title by beating Buddy Rogers 
at a time when Rogers was the rightful title- 
holder. If anybody doubts this fact, just let him 
compare the dates when Thesz beat Rogers in 
Toronto and when Sammartino beat Rogers in 
New York.” 

There was silence from the Sammartino side, 
but then a spokesman for Bruno retorted: “We 
are not here for a question-and-answer session. 
All we know is that Bruno Sammartino is the 
heavyweight champion of the world. We’ll not 
argue the point.” 

The next half hour of discussion centered 
around that prickly point was surprisingly un- 
eventful. Not a voice was raised and if one ob- 
served closely enough a few smiles could even be 
detected. Explained one neutral observer, “I 
think the reason there was no arguing was that 
it was obvious neither side would ever concede 
that it did not have the champion. So they did 
what any group of level-headed businessmen 
would do, they compromised and agreed to di- 
vide the receipts equally and not to have either 
man introduced as champion. However, the bout 

Continued on Page 62 
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In his American debut 
against Gory Guerrero, 
‘Quasimodo’ fueled 
the growing split 
between fans over the 
bizarre vs. the ortho- 
dox in wrestling 


By BOB VERLIN 


THE TINY BELLS dangling 
from the tips of his medieval gar- 
ment made a merry tinkle as 
“Quasimodo,” otherwise known 
as “Mr. Q.,”’ hobbled down the 
aisle in the Houston, Texas, Rec- 
reation Center. From time to 
time, he would stop and shake a 
big bell fixed to a wooden cross- 
bar. Then he would grin crooked- 
ly and let out a series of eerie 
cackles. 

The fans craned to get a good 
look at the man. What they saw 
made them shudder. This bent, 
misshapen creature appeared even 
more sinister than the original 
Hunchback of Notre Dame. One 
spectator leaned toward his neigh- 
bor and said in disgust: “I’ve 
seen a lot of weird-looking wres- 
tlers—but this guy is the weird- 
est of them all.” 

From scattered parts of the 
arena came more pointed cracks: 
“What kind of a hunchback is 
that? He hasn’t even got a hump!” 
... ‘Why don’t they stop making 
a circus out of the sport?” ... 


Quasimodo, fresh from a series of tri- 
umphs in Europe, heads toward ring in 
Houston, Texas, for American debut 
against Mexican star, Gory Guerrero. 


and: “Send Mr. Q. back to Notre 
Dame!” 

Quasimodo, making his Ameri- 
can debut against Gory Guerrero, 
responded to these remarks by 
baring his teeth and shaking his 
bell more furiously than ever. 
This “death knell” usually chilled 
the crowds in Europe. But here it 
produced a mixed effect. 

Some fans cringed. But others 
actually guffawed. “Hey, Hunch- 
back,” a skinny farmer yelped, 
“your bell’s crocked—like your 
head!’ The reactions typified a 
growing split between spectators 
over the bizarre vs. the orthodox 
in wrestling. 

The split has stirred a contro- 
versy that is not likely to be re- 
solved so long as fans turn out to 
see the hippodrome characters 
they profess to despise. And thus 
far, they have not shown any a - 
lacrity to return to the Boob Tube 
on wrestling nights. 

In his own case, the Spanish- 
born Quasimodo overcame the 
fans’ repugnance by turning in a 
rousing performance against 
Gory Guerrero. The Mexican star, 
who has scored victories over 
many oddly-costumed villains, 
couldn’t seem to overpower the 
Hunchback. Continued 


“Mr. Q.”’ gives fans the creeps as he proceeds down the aisle 
(above), sounding his death knell. Right: The referee warns 
him to get rid of his bell but Quasimodo doesn’t understand. 


Despite their uproar over his getup, the fans paid Quasimodo grudging admira- 
tion for his ring ability. Gory tried repeatedly to get “Mr. Q.” into posi- 
tion for a pin, but the slippery Spaniard thwarted every one of his moves. 


Time after time, Gory would 
nail Mr. Q. in a vise-like hold 
only to have the Hunchback 
break loose and surge back with 
teeth-chattering blows. 

This Mr. Q. was nobody’s patsy. 
He had learned the rudiments of 
the sport in the roughest rings on 
the Continent and in Africa and 
had refined his technique against 
England’s best. It was during a 
tour of France that he became 
known as Quasimodo, after the 
famous fictitional Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. 

Mr. Q.’s big aim in the ring is 
to strangle his opponent, Four 
times he clamped his  steel-like 
fingers around Gory’s neck. But 
Guerrero managed to break the 
grip. 


This is what happened when Guerrero, in a desperate move, 
attempted to dropkick Quasimodo. Gory missed and crashed 
to the mat, whereupon ‘Mr. Q.”’ quickly pounced on him. 


Moments later, Quasimodo really got steamed up when Gory 
kicked him in the head. With a ghoulish cry of rage, 

the Hunchback grabbed Guerrero around the waist, hoisted 
him above his head and flung him into the ringside seats. 


This enraged Quasimodo so 
much that he finally flung Gory 
into the front row of chairs and 
then dived atop of him. 

A mighty tussle followed, with 
referee Dick Raines struggling 
frantically to intervene. Moments 
after Dick succeeded, Mr. Q. got 
Guerrero back in the ring and 
finished him off with vicious 
chops to the neck. 

Leaving the ring, the victorious 
Hunchback picked up his bell and, 
with a loud cackle, gave it a vig- 
orous shake, The crowd, still im- 
mersed in the excitement of a 
furious match, forgot all about 
his odd getup and shuffling gait 
and booed lustily. 

It had been a good night, after 
all... 


By DAVE GREGG 
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Smasher Sloan (above), 256 
pounds “and still growing,” 
does what comes naturally 

as he kicks Miguel Perez re- 
peatedly in the head in fur- 
ious match at Madison Square 
Garden. Then, in a sudden 
turnabout, Miguel stormed 
back and (see next page)... 


THE LITTLE MAN in the natty 
jacket, contrasting slacks and 
English sports hat pranced on the 
ring apron and waggled his cane 
furiously at the fans. Words 
streamed from his mouth but they 
were drowned in a storm of 
abuse. 

The little man grew purple. 
Stabbing his cane into the smoky 
air, he ranted and raved, occa- 
sionally pointing to the bandage 
on the right knee of his tiger, 
Smasher Sloan. 


He was trying to say some- 
thing, but nobody wanted to listen 
and his gyrations only infuriated 
the crowd even more. “Go! Go! 
Go!” the fans chanted. 

When the man, Wild Red 
Berry, refused to leave, the chant 
exploded into a roar that rocked 
New York’s Madison Square Gar- 
den to the rafters. 

For a moment, a riot appeared 
in the making, Then the cops 
started to move toward him and 
Berry, his mouth working like a 
fishwife’s, skittered off the apron 
in a towering rage. 

Now appeased, the 19,101 spec- 
tators, who had paid a whopping 
$61,384 for their seats, settled 
down and waited hopefully for 
Smasher to get his comeuppance 
from the popular Puerto Rican 
star, Miguel Perez. 

And Miguel gave it to him, too, 
after surviving one of the dirtiest 
and most brutal attacks ever ex- 
hibited in the Garden. Manager 
Berry, three-time light heavy- 
weight wrestling champion, was 
apopletic over the loss. 

“That Perez,” he blustered, “is 


wrestlers in his stable—Hans and 
Max Mortier, 

“They were rough stones when 
I found them in Germany,” he 
said. “I gave them the polish they 
needed—and look at them today 
... the greatest tag team in the 
game. 

“Of course, it takes a master 
diamond-cutter to make a finished 
product. And that’s exactly what 
I am—a master diamond-cutter. 
Right now, I have the most beau- 
tiful diamond-in-the-rough you 
ever saw—Smasher Sloan.” 

It was not an apt figure of 
speech because the Smasher re- 
sembles The Bruiser and nobody 
ever accused The Bruiser of look- 
ing like a mama’s boy. But when 


eo" broke free but Perez floored him with a spec- 
acular dropkick. Referee checks to see jf the 
Smasher’s shoulders are touching the | ie 


not good enough to shine my boy’s 
shoes. The only reason he won is 
that he kicked Smasher in his 
bum knee when Smasher wasn’t 
looking.” 

It was a lame excuse but par- 
donable in view of Berry’s excited 
condition. For, as anyone can tell 
you, Red can be glibly inventive 
when he’s in a calm frame of 
mind, This was evident when the 
Redhead later told us how he had 
“found” the Smasher. 

Berry prefaced his remarks 
with a big boost for two other 
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Berry is seized with oratory, he 
is not one to mind the niceties of 
language. 

“Let me tell you how I found 
my newest discovery,” the old 
Redhead said, hooking his cane 
over the back of a dressing room 
chair. “I went out to Boise, Idaho, 
one day to check on a 320-pound 
prospect who was working as a 
bouncer in one of the local 
buckets of blood. 

“T located him, all right, but he 
was In no shape to walk, much 
less wrestle. It happened this 


way: I was out taking my post- 
dinner constitutional, as I always 
do to keep my teeming brain as 
agile as my amazing body. 

“As I passed this ginmill, I 
heard a racket. It sounded like a 
herd of reindeer running through 
a glass factory. Well, sir, I pro- 
ceeded through the swinging 
doors only to be knocked flat by a 
flying body. 

“As your keen little mind must 
have figured, that flying object 
turned out to be the prospect that 
I had come to interview. Obvious- 
ly, I couldn’t get much out of him 
because he was lying there very 
quietly. In fact, he was uncon- 
scious. 

“Well, sir, I picked myself up, 


dusted my always natty gar- 
ments, and decided to leave. Just 
as I turned to go, I was again 
flattened by a flying body. This 
time the body didn’t amount to 
much—about 200 pounds or so. 
“Still, I began to get annoyed. 
How monotonous could things 
get? I got up again, but some 
sixth sense impelled me to duck. 
Good thing, too, because a man 
still seated on a barstool sailed 
right over my head. 
“For a moment, I thought I 
was witnessing some rare phe- 
Continued on Page 46 


Smasher pleads for mercy a moment before Miguel finished 
him off. Sloan’s loss enraged his manager, Wild Red 
Berry, who stormed: “Perez kicked my boy’s injured knee!’’ 
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Danny Varon looks 
as if he’s 

enjoying a peaceful 
siesta atop this 

ring post, but 
actually he’s 
burned up 

about Chico Santana. 
Why? 

Let Danny tell you 
in hisown words... 


By DANNY VARON 
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’'M NOT THE KIND of guy who goes around 
griping about an opponent. But this Chico San- 
tana rubs me the wrong way. 

Don’t get me wrong. I know he has to put on 
a,shewefor the crowd. But there’s such a thing 
as carrying it too far. 

I mean, take all that business about his hair. 
The blond color comes out of a bottle and the 
curls are strictly from Toni. 

But I wouldn’t even mind that so much—or the” 
way he struts around the ring, making like Rock 
Hudson. 

What gets me is that he thinks he’s cock-of- 


. the walk. And the fans think so, too. A new- 


comer like me? I’m supposed to bow down before 
the “great star’ and let him take all the applause. 

Well, nuts on that. If this guy was sughea hot- 
shot, he’d have to prove it to me. 
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MIND, CHICO!’ 


a nerve wrestling an experienced man like me,” 
he said. 
“When I get through with you,’ I shot back, 
“all that experience won’t be enough to get you 
a job ina laundry.” 
Anyway, we finally meet in the Municipal Au- 
ditorium at Shreveport, La., and after taking 
twenty bows, he puts on his “show.” 
He’s struttin’ and posturin’ and blowing kisses 
to all the girls at ringside. And ’'m burning up— 
but good, 
But I don’t want to let him know that. So I 
pretend to be bored and roost atop a ring post. 
Then the bell rings and I tear into him with 
both fists. Slam! Bang! Boom! I give him one | x i Ta I a 
helluva licking. es BS 


Lucky thing a WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED — % appreciate ty 
photographer was around to take these pictures. Chico doesn a Butl m 
Why? Now I don’t have to convince anybody dlcan't lame 3 pee 
about what happened. All I have to do is show an ‘eh dwith him y¢ 4 
’em the proof! Continued not finishe’ 
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to use his left arm for a week. 
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“8 S| Dory Funk Jr. 
"8 was determined 
to strip the 
veil of secrecy 
from his masked 
opponent. 
When he did, 
he was as 
mystified as ever. 


id 


By TOM JONES 


THE GUM-SNAPPING redhead in the third 
row nudged her friend and gushed: “Look, look, 
Mabel—here he comes. Isn’t he handsome?” 

Mabel made a face. “I can’t understand you, 
Violet,” she said..““‘What’s handsome about him? 
He’s got a mask on!” 

Violet giggled. “I know. But he does something 
to me. That crazy hat... that big cape... He 
looks just like Superman.” 

“Superman?” Mabel said disgustedly, “You 


WDPPOMM 534 
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Getting warmed up 
to his work, 

Dory rattles the 
Raider’s teeth 

with stunning drop- 
kick. Funk gave 
the mystery man a 
frightful licking 

in winning the 
second fall but he 
couldn’t strip 

him of his mask. 
He and his dad 
succeeded during 
the third fall 

(see next page), 
but by that time 

a strange new 
element had en- 
tered the picture. 
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Dory was still dazed when the 
match got under way and the 
masked villain took full advan- 
tage to body slam him all over 
the mat, winning the first fall. 


second fall, Junior gave the 
Raider no time for dirty work. 
He softened him with a series 
of jolting chops to the head, 
then flipped him to the mat. 


mean Superbat. Now why can’t you go for a nice, 
clean-cut type like’—her eyes grew dreamy— 
“Dory Funk?” 

Violet exploded as if that were the funniest joke 
in the world. “Dory Funk Junior?” she gagged. 
“Listen, Mabel, I handed in my Girl Scout badge 
a long time ago.” 

“Communist !’’ Mabel said. 

Violet ignored her. ‘‘M-m-m,” she wondered, “I 
wonder what that big hunk of man looks like 
under that mask. . .” 

Dory Funk Jr. wondered, too, as he watched 
the 258-pound “Red Raider” clamber into the ring 
in Fair Park Coliseum in Lubbock, Texas. 

Dory and the mystery man had two things 
in common: both were undefeated in the Lubbock 


Making surprising comeback in 


area and both were expert in the use of the spin- 
ning toehold. 

Dory knew, though, that he would have to use a 
lot more than the spinning toehold to overcome 
the Red Raider’s unorthodox tactics. 

This was evident even before the match began. 
Catching Junior unawares, Red wrapped his cape 
over Funk’s head and pounded him viciously in 
the head and belly. 

Dory was perturbed by this shocking rupture of 
ring manners. “If he were a gentleman,” Funk 


said later, “he would have at least taken off his 


hat before he attacked.” 

The ruffian finally did remove his hat—but only 
to give himself more freedom to smash Junior 
into more ungentlemanly postures. 
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Dory was so surprised by the Raider’s ferocious 
assault that he never got much of a chance to 
mount a counterattack. Result: he lost the first 
fall. 

Snapping her gum louder than ever, Violet 
turned to Mabel and said: ‘Looks like your ‘clean- 
cut type’ is going to be awfully messy when this 
is over...” 

It did look that way. Worse, WRESTLING IL- 
LUSTRATED’s photographer was beginning to 
doubt that Dory would have any luck unmasking 
the mystery man, 

But Junior made a surprising comeback in the 
second fall. Mixing pinpoint dropkicks with flying 
scissors, he hammered Red Raider into submis- 
sion to even the score. 


Mabel dug an elbow into Violet’s ribs. “Maybe,” 
She said, “you'll find out what that monster looks 
like, after all.” 

Nobody was more impatient to learn the Raid- 
er’s identity than Dory himself, who paced in his 
corner waiting for his masked opponent’s. return. 

When the Raider finally reentered the ring, 
Junior shot him a puzzled look. The villain’s get- 
up was the same but there was something differ- 
ent about his body. 

Something was fishy here. Junior’s dad imme- 
diately got the same impression. Dory Senior, 
who had been watching the match from ringside, 
promptly scrambled through the ropes. “C’mon, 
son,” he said. “Let’s find out whatinhell’s goin’ on 
aroun’ here.” 

The mystery man made a desperate attempt to 
ward off the Funks—but it was no use. First, they 
battered him to the mat. Then, while Junior held 
him tight, Senior tugged and tugged at the mask. 

Bracing himself, Funk Senior gave a final 
wrench—and the mystery was solved. Or was it? 
This wasn’t Red Raider. It was Art Neilson! 

Violet was disappointed. “What happened to 
my hero?” she said. 

“Your hero,’’ Mabel answered smugly, “chick- 
ened out... !” a 
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With a shapely Texan for a wife, Nelson Royal IN DIXIE 


A RESTLESS 


ENGLISHMAN FINDS 


CONTENTMENT 


reams from Savannah to San Diego, 
wowing ’em with his razzle-dazzle 
and not caring if he ever sees Piccadilly again 


BRITISH WRESTLERS, as a 
rule, don’t make the grade in the 
U.S. It isn’t that they can’t match 
the Americans hold for hold, and 
certainly nobody would dare ac- 
cuse an Englishman of being a 
coward, The problem has always 
centered in the English wrestler’s 
inability—or unwillingness (take 
your choice)—to adapt his style 
to include the hot-paced, razzle- 
dazzle demanded by American 
fans. 

Of course there have been ex- 
ceptions. Lords Blears and Carl- 
ton were top attractions in U.S. 
rings a decade ago, and Lord 
Layton remains to this day one 
of the most beloved wrestling 
personalities in the Midwest. 

Says Layton: “I think that any 
one of our top British stars can 
be successful here in America if 
he really puts his mind to it. But 
that isn’t an easy thing to do 
when you are homesick, I’ve tried 
to help most of our British boys 
by demonstrating what is requir- 
ed by the American fans. 

“T was always successful in 
that part of it, but I couldn’t stop 
them from brooding about home 
—the mellow pubs, the excitement 
of Soho, even the London fog. To 
every Englishman, all those 
things are part of his glorious 
tradition and there is no substi- 
tute for tradition.” 

Lord Layton would have a 
drastic change of mind if he ever 
met a husky, 30-year-old country- 
man who goes by the velvety 
name of Sir Nelson Royal. Nelson 
says that he wouldn’t care in the 
least if he never set foot on Brit- 
ish soil again. 

It isn’t that Nelson is a traitor. 


Far from it. He is just as proud 
of his musty old heritage as any 
other Englishman. It’s just that 
Nelson Royal has discovered 
Texas! Not only Texas... he’s 
discovered the whole great Amer- 
ican South, from Savannah to 
San Diego, and he digs it, man, 
This English cat really digs Dixie. 

“T live in Amarillo, Texas,” 
Royal says with a clipped British 
accent. ‘‘And I think I’d live there 
even if I had not married an 
Amarillo girl.” 

He looked up at the pretty face 
of his shapely wife, Kit, who was 
sitting on his lap and combing his 
jet black beard with her claw- 
like fingernails. 

Kit Royal looks like the rodeo 
girl who comes galloping out on 
the big white stallion to start the 
show. She has a drawl like Lady 
Bird Johnson and is as fiercely 
proud of her home state as is the 
President’s wife. 

Kit winked and dug her nails 
through her husband’s beard 
until they touched his skin. “You 
are a Texan! Aren’t you, honey?” 
she asked defiantly. 

Nelson Royal cringed. Then a 
smile crossed his face. “I guess 
I am, dear,” he answered in an 
accent that didn’t fit the scenery. 

Nelson has been wrestling pro- 
fessionally for seven years. He 
kicked around England, Canada, 
Australia and other British 
ports-of-call around the world. 

“Tt was a restless way of life,” 
he said. “I longed for a place to 
settle -down. Once, in 1958, I 
thought I found it in Ceylon, but 
the terrible heat and humidity 
caused my skin to break out in 
rashes and I was scratching my- 
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By JAMES LONGSTREET 


self to death. I had to leave.” 
Australia was a bit too prim- 
itive for him, and Canada “was 
just unbearable in the winter. 
One night my car was snowbound 
near Winnipeg. I was perfectly 
comfortable so long as my heater 
was running, but when my petrol 
—sorry, I mean gasoline—ran 
out, I was faced with the fright- 
ful possibility of freezing to 
death, Eventually I was rescued 
by a mounted policeman who car- 
ried me to safety on the rear end 
of his horse. A terribly embar- 
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rassing situation, but one for 
which I am most grateful.” 

Royal, who is a superb wres- 
tler—when he wants to be—has 
been accused of carrying even 
American razzle-dazzle too far. 
During a recent question-and- 
answer session, which was tele- 
vised into three Southern states, 
Nelson was scolded by an elderly 
woma who waved her finger un- 
der his nose and ranted, “Young 
man, you have taken advantage 
of our hospitality. Furthermore, 
you are guilty of darkening the 
British image in America.” 

Nelson apologized sheepishly, 
but explained that he lived by one 
basic rule: Survival of the fittest. 
“T must protect myself, dear 
lady,” he said. 

Nelson and Kit Royal make a 
perfect combination mainly be- 
cause she is so cooperative and 
understanding. Says Kit, proud- 
ly: 

“Nelson is an extraordinarily 
talented man, whose interests 
cover a wide range of subjects. 
He sings in a marvelous baritone, 
he is a master on the guitar, he 
is a superb chef (specialty: rag- 
out of lamb), his skill as a photo- 
grapher is on a high professional 
level and, well, he has many other 
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ONE COLD NOVEMBER eve- 
ning in 1960, long lines of people 
queued up before the box offices 
at Cincinnati Gardens, waiting to 
buy tickets for a wrestling show. 
The size of the crowd startled 
even the promoter as he stared at 
the endless flow of humanity. 

“T can’t understand it,” the 
promoter said with a mixed look 
of joy and surprise. “It’s a good 
show, sure. Look at some of the 
guys we’ve got on the card: Wil- 
bur Snyder, Haystacks Calhoun, 
Yukon Eric, the Shire brothers. 
And we’ve even got midgets. We 
have a good main event, too, But 
this crowd! Look at the size of it. 
It just doesn’t figure.” 

The promoter was right. It did- 
n’t figure. And it wasn’t until the 
principals for the main event 
stepped into the ring that the pro- 
moter got his answer. 

Into one corner lumbered The 
Sheik and The Bruiser. They 
were greeted with the expected 
thunder of boos. Then all eyes 
switched to the opposite corner 
for the arrival of Magnificent 
Maurice and Handsome Johnny 
Barend. In they strutted, decked 
out in costumes which drew roars 
of laughter. While Maurice and 
Barend were tossing roses and 
kisses at the audience, the real at- 
traction of the evening hopped 
nimbly over the top rope, grinned 
and threw out his arms as Al Jol- 
son did when he sang Mammy. 

He—or was it a He? (nobody 
knew for sure)—wasn’t a wrestler 
at all and looked like something 
that had dropped in from outer 
space. It was decked out in a get- 
up that was hard to believe. The 
shapely legs were squeezed into a 
pair of pink ballet tights, and the 
long, delicate arms were encased 
in a pair of elbow-length powder 
blue gloves. It wore a red garter 
around the right thigh and ballet 
slippers to match the tights. The 
silk blouse was a dazzling pattern 
of colored fiowers, stylishly tied 
just above the waist, exposing 
about a half inch of naked flesh. 


MAURICE AND BAREND 


Maurice (left), Mr. Klean (center) and Johnny Barend go through hilarious 


..» THAT LITTLE GUY 


It carried a red rose delicately in 
its hand and a large gold earring 
hung from the left ear. But the 
piece of attire which absolutely 
broke up the crowd was the hair- 
net which covered a completely 
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bald head. 

This character was introduced 
as “Mr. Klean,” manager of Ba- 
rend and Maurice. Now, at least, 
everybody knew that “it” was a 
man, although one cigar-chewing 


pre-bout antics at Cincinnati in 1960. 


EM 


skeptic in the front row was will- 
ing to lay odds that it wasn’t. 

Mr. Klean was really a con- 
verted television commentator 
named Ernie Routh who had be- 
come so infatuated with wrestling 
that he just had to get into the 
act. Since his physical limitations 
precluded him from matching 
headlocks and armlocks with 250- 
pound gorillas, Ernie Routh did 
the next best thing. He became a 
manager. As a matter of fact, he 
became the best manager in 
wrestling history because he per- 
formed the main duty of a man- 
ager better than anybody else. 
The “main duty’ is to incite a 
crowd, and that was Ernie’s spe- 
cialty. Women didn’t know 
whether to hug him because he 
was “so cute” or to crack him on 
his naked skull because he was 
“so obnoxious.” And the way he 
dressed and acted just naturally 
revolted every red-blooded Amer- 
ican. So Ernie Routh, alias Mr. 
Klean, became an instant success 
as a manager because he had all 
the inborn requirements for the 
job. 

Red Berry, a famous manager 
in his own right, says this about 
Ernie Routh: “He was a genius, 
like Caruso, Shakespeare, DaVinci 
and Edison. All Ernie had to do 
was swing his leg over the rope 
and the people wanted to lynch 
him.” 

And Bobby Davis, another well- 
known manager, calls Ernie 


Routh “perfection in a very dif- . 


ficult profession.” Davis freely 
admits that he learned a lot from 
Routh. “I used to travel 500 miles 
just to watch Ernie work,” Davis 
said admiringly. “I studied every 
move he made and then I tried to 
adapt his actions to fit my own 
personality. But the big thing 
Ernie had going for him, which 
nobody will ever be able to copy, 
was his flawless sense of timing. 
Yes, that man was a master,” 
Davis concluded respectfully. 


a former television 


Maurice and Barend were the 
only team Ernie Routh ever man- 
aged, and when they parted about 
two years ago, Ernie vanished 
from the wrestling scene. But 
those who watched his zany an- 
tics will never forget him. 

It was Ernie who created all 
the gimmicks—the show-stoppers. 
He made his boys wear hairnets 
into the ring because, as Ernie 
put it, “It gives them an air of 
distinction.” He also saw to it 
that they got the full treatment in 
a beauty salon—not a barber shop 
—at least three times a week. 
And leave it to Ernie to make 
sure that his boys sat under hair 
driers near the front window so 
that people could see them from 
the street. “The idea,” Ernie said, 


Mr. Klean does take-off on Gorgeous 
George by spraying ring with perfume. 
The stunt laid an egg and was quick- 
ly dropped from his routine. 
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“is to give them an unusual pub- 
lic image.” And the idea was also 
to make sure that there was al- 
ways a photographer within shut- 
ter distance. 

Maurice wore ballet slippers 
into the ring, but Barend never 
would go that far. “I was willing 
to do just about anything Ernie 
asked me to do,” Barend recalled. 
“But put on ballet slippers? 
Nuts!” 

The boys wore white kidskin 
gloves which came up to their 
elbows, shiny black top hats and, 
sometimes, colored glasses with 
rhinestone rims. They carried 
black walking sticks with sterling 
silver knobs and Maurice liked to 
wear a silver bracelet around his 
left wrist. 

The team broke in around In- 
dianapolis in 1959. “We went over 
big from the beginning,” recalled 
Maurice. “I guess it was because 
the people had never seen any- 
thing like us before. Oh, sure, 
some writers accused us of copy- 
ing Gorgeous George, but they 
were wrong. Everything we did 
was original, and Ernie is the 
fellow who must get all the 
credit.” 

But Ernie made mistakes, too. 


He made a mistake when he used 
the old perfume atomizer routine 
—which belonged exclusively to 
Gorgeous George. He used the 
atomizer about a dozen times be- 
fore he finally gave up. “I guess 
that gimmick was as much a part 
of George as his blond hair and 
anybody trying to do a takeoff on 
it was resented as a copy cat. 
But we lived without the atom- 
izer,”’ Routh said proudly. 

And how they lived! Barend, 
Maurice and Ernie were drawing 
the biggest houses around the 
Midwest in 15 years and promot- 
ers who wanted to use them had 
to get their requests in at least 
two months in advance. 

“The strange thing about 
them,” recalled Red Berry, “‘is 
that they never knew whether 
they were going to be liked or 
hated by the crowd until the bout 
began. And it didn’t make any 
difference who they were wyres- 
tling. 

“T remember one night in Cleve- 
land—I think it was Cleveland— 
when they were going against the 
team of Haystacks Calhoun and 
Yukon Eric. Now everybody 
knows that there never were two 
more popular guys than Eric and 
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Haystacks. But this night, for a 
reason I’l] never understand, the 
people cheered for Ernie Routh 
and his boys and booed the hell 
out of Haystacks and Eric. It 
must have been a chemical reac- 
tion,” Berry said with a puzzled 
look. “There just isn’t any other 
explanation.” 

Berry recalled how hurt Cal- 
houn and Eric were after the 
match. “It was as if somebody 
had accused them of kicking an 
80-year-old woman,” Red said. 
“Poor Eric had tears in his eyes 
as he sat on a rickety old chair 
and kept asking over and over, 
‘Why? Why did they boo me? I 
did what I always do. I just tried 
to win honestly.’ ” 

But for Ernie Routh and his 
boys it sometimes went the other 
way. Take that night in San Jose, 
Calif., when they were in against 
a popular local team. But let 
Ernie tell you about it: 

“T used the atomizer that night, 
and the first thing I did was spray 
the ring with perfume. Then I 
flipped a few roses into the crowd 
and moved the garter up and 
down my thigh—real sexy like. 
But I could feel that I wasn’t get- 
ting across to those people. They 


here!’ 

“But Maurice had a worried 
look as he grappled with this bum 
and he kept looking and nodding 
his head at my hip. So I looked 
down and to my horror saw that 
I was covered with blood. That 
bum had stuck a knife into me 
and I didn’t even know it. Not 
then I didn’t. But I sure knew it 
a little later when they wheeled 
me into a hospital emergency 
room.” 

Let’s go back now to that No- 
vember night in 1960 when Mag- 
nificent Maurice, Johnny Barend 
and Mr. Klean stepped into the 


Continued on Page 58 


Maurice's feet, | 
pink ballet slip 
feet into the M 


Ooking ever so da 
Pers, jolt u 
agnificent 


inty in those - 
rae as Bruiser diestie 
ne’s stomach and neck, 


Mr. Klean spent most of his time that night 
in Cincinnati racing to help Barend. Here 
Johnny sits dazed on cement floor after being 
knocked from ring by the Sheik. 


just sat there. There was no re- 
action. I never saw such a cold 
crowd. 

“Tt was a pretty good match 
because my boys made it good. 
Actually the guys we were wres- 
tling were real stiffs. They had 
no color. No fire. So it was up to 
us to give the people their money’s 
worth. 

“But they didn’t like the fin- 
ish,” Ernie continued with a sly 
chuckle. ‘“They didn’t like it when 
I grabbed one of the other guy’s 
legs and sent him flying on his 
rump. Then Maurice jumped on 
him and pinned him. That was 
all there was to it. 

“We left the ring and started 
to walk up the aisle to our dress- 
ing room. Barend led the way. I 
followed and Maurice brought up 
the rear. We got about half way 
up the aisle when I felt a sharp 
pain in my hip. I didn’t pay any 
attention to it and kept right on 
walking. But then Maurice start- 
ed to yell. I whirled around and 
saw him holding a squirming man 
by the arm, trying to pull him 
close. 

“‘Teave him alone, Gene,’ I 
yelled (Gene is Maurice’s real 
name). ‘Let’s get the hell out of 
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Tarzan Tyler stationed his kid brother at 
ringside to put the curse on big, bad 

Bob Orton. Timmy’s sorcery worked out fine. 
But he couldn’t leave well enough alone... 


By G. ROSS PARSONS 


IT SEEMED like a fine idea at 
the time. And, up to a certain 
point, it was. But if you value > s 
your skin, don’t ever remind Tar- 
zan Tyler about what happened 
after that. 


Tyler’s idea was to have his 
“kid” brother, Timmy, sit at ring- 
side to offer advice and encour- 
agement while Tarzan tackled 
Bob Orton for the Southern 
heavyweight title. 

Having Timmy on hand was ac- 
tually a desperation move on Tar- 
zan’s part. He had failed in three 
attempts to strip Orton of the 
crown and he hoped—just hoped 
—Timmy’s presence might change 
his luck. 

So when Timmy took his place 
near a ring corner in the Tampa, 
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Timmy starts to get into the act... He “crowns” Orton with the title belt . . . 
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Fla., arena, Tarzan smiled down 
at him and gave the thumbs-up 
sign, meaning Timmy was to put 
the hex on Orton. 

Timmy, who resembles his big 
brother even to his chin tuft, 
nodded solemnly. Timmy can be 
very solemn when the occasion de- 
mands. And this was a special oc- 
casion—the first time, in fact, 
that Tarzan had invited him to 
ringside for such an important 
job. 

Timmy Tyler sat back, arms 
crossed over his chest, and looked 
on impassively as Tarzan and Bob 
Orton went through the introduc- 
tions. He didn’t remain that way 
very long. 

Seconds after the bell sounded, 
Orton slammed Tarzan to the 
mat. Then, holding Tyler’s chin 
with his left hand, Bob battered 
him with piledriver rights to the 
head. 


—with this result 


Orton body-slams Timmy to the canvas .. « 


Angered by this indignity to his 
brother, Timmy sprang into ac- 
tion. With an accusing finger, he 
called the referee’s attention to 
Orton’s underhanded work. 

Before the referee could break 
in, Orton had switched tactics. 
This time, he smashed Tyler flat 
on his back and spread-eagled him 
so he could dig his boot into Tar- 
zan’s belly and groin. 

Timmy was off his chair now 
and he wore a pained look of com- 
miseration as he watched his bro- 
ther shudder under Orton’s thud- 
ding boot. ‘Oh, no!” he groaned. 


Then, suddenly remembering his 
adviser’s role, he shouted, “Come 
on, Tarzan—kick him in the 
face!” 

Orton threw him a contemptu- 
ous look and proceeded to give 
Tarzan even more undignified 
treatment: grabbing a handful of 
Tyler’s blond mane, Bob hurled 
him face first to the canvas. With 
a gasp, Timmy spread his hands 
and pleaded with Tarzan to “get 
moving.” 

Trapped in a headlock, Tarzan 
shot his brother an appealing 
look, as if to say: “For God’s 
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I MUST HAVE HAD about four thousand bouts 
im my career—amateur and professional. But 
more than eighty percent of them are just blurs 
im my mind. Oh sure, I remember the big ones. 
The title match in Houston with Thesz ... the 
one in Chicago with Buddy Rogers ... the three 
im Montreal with Kowalski and that one in Los 
Angeles with Blassie, And there was that bout in 
Paris with Andre Bollet, when the ropes snapped 
and we both fell out of the ring. 

But the one I remember best of all wasn’t an 
important match. It wasn’t even a good match 
and the size of the crowd that saw it was very 
small, But I have the best reason in the world 
for never forgetting that particular bout. 

It was in Chicago and my opponent was Don 
Leo Jonathan, a man I had wrestled many times 
before, I wasn’t worried about losing. In fact, I 
didn’t care if I won or lost. There was something 
much more important at stake. 

I got to the arena about an hour earlier than 
usual, With me was my old friend and manager, 
Legs Langevin. The dressing room was empty 
when we walked in and Langenin said, “Edouard, 
get undressed, quick. It 1s important that you 
work out while we are still alone. Your back... 
how does your back feel? Are there still pains in 
your lower spine?” 

Legs was very worried about my back. He 
knew, just as I did, that my whole career was 
riding on this one match, and that winning or 
losing had nothing to do with it. 

About two months before, I had been in a ter- 
rible automobile accident in Canada that put me 
im the hospital for six weeks. My car had been 
smashed like a paper cup and I was pinned, face 
down, under the left side of the wreck, with a 
heavy steel rod sticking into my back. 

I woke up in a hospital bed with both my legs 
in traction and my arms tied over my head. A 
doctor came into my room and asked me if I had 
any pains in my back. 

“No,” I told him. “I have no pains anyplace. 
What happened to me?” 

The doctor told me about the accident and then 
asked me again, “Are you sure you do not have 
any pains in your back?” 

I got worried and asked him if I was supposed 
to have back pains. The doctor smiled and said, 
“T hope not.” 


ng or losing. 
lite or death 


It wasn’t until a few days later 
that a nurse told me the truth. 
She said that they were afraid I 
had a broken back when they 
wheeled me into the emergency 
room, and that they doped me up 
real good so that I wouldn't feel 
any pain when I woke up. 

Later the doctor told me that 
they had found no bone fractures, 
but that my back muscles and the 
ligaments and nerves around my 
spine had been bruised and that 
there was no way of telling yet if 


there was any permanent dam- 
age. 

Now I was very worried. What 
would I do if I couldn’t wrestle 
again? Wrestling was my whole 
life. I wouldn’t want to live if I 
couldw’t wrestle. 

“Doctor,” I asked with a nerv- 
ous quiver, “will I be able to 
wrestle again?” 

The doctor looked me right in 
the eye. “I always tell my pa- 
tients the truth, even if it hurts. 
The bones in a person's back are 


easily chipped, and the nerves 
and tendons around the spine are 
very delicate. There are millions 
of those nerves and tendons and 
blood vessels. We have examined 
your back very carefully and 
made every test known to medi- 
cal science, but still we cannot be 
sure of the extent of the damage. 
You are still a young man, an 
athlete with a marvelous body. So 
your chances of complete recov- 
ery are much better than they 
would be for the average man.” 

When I was released from the 
hospital I felt fine. I wore a small 
corset that went from my waist 
down to the base of my spine. I 
had no trouble walking, but there 
was discomfort when I sat down. 

Legs Langevin stayed with me 
every minute of the day and 
night, waiting on me as if I were 
a 5-year-old boy. For a week, I 
just lay around the house, Then 
Legs said it would be a good idea 
if I went down to the gym and 
did some light exercising. 

“T would like to do that very 
much,” I told him, “but first we 
should ask the doctor.” The doc- 
tor said okay, but that I should 
not put any pressure on my back. 

Legs and I worked out for the 
next week and everything went 
fine. There were no pains, no dis- 
comfort of any kind and even sit- 
ting down was no problem, 

But the big question still haunt- 
ed us: what would happen in a 
real match? What would happen 
if somebody kicked me in the 
back, or if I landed wrong after 
delivering a dropkick? And would 
I have my old strength, most of 
which comes from the back? 

There was only one way to get 
the answer- by wrestling 

I didn’t want the match to be 
in Montreal, because if something 
went wrong, I didn’t want to look 
bad in front of my friends. So I 
took that match in Chicago with 
Don Leo Jonathan. 

Langevin was against my wres- 


@ You can tell from my expres- 


sion that I was worried as 
Jonathan (right) and I listen- 
ed to the referee’s instruc- 
tions. I knew I was in the 
hands of God. All I could 

do was to hope and pray.. 9 


€ Jonathan could have broken my back 


at this point but instead he 


grinned at Legs Langevin, watching 
from my corner. I found out later 
why Don had grinned like that. . 9 


@ As the bout progressed, I grew 
more confident. Here I get out 
of a headlock the hard way, by 
leaping clear over Jonathan’s head.® 


tling Jonathan. “He is too big, 
Edouard,” Legs said. “And he is 
rough. You cannot tell what he 
will do.” 

But I said that because Jona- 
than was big and strong he would 
be a good test. “We might as well 
find out quick,’ I told my old 
friend, 

I did light exercising in the 
dressing room before the bout 
and Legs and I even tried some 
holds on each other. He said, “Get 
me in a headlock and squeeze as 
hard as you can. But if it hurts 
your back, stop.” 

I did what he said and there 
was no pain. We were both very 
relieved, 

My heart was beating very fast 
when I stepped into the ring. I 
could feel it hitting against my 
chest like a hammer. It was a 


strange feeling, one that I never 
had before. But I had reason to 
feel so tense and nervous because 
never before had there been so 
much at stake. 

The bell rang and I started to 
move around Jonathan. I kept cir- 
cling him, feinting a try at an 
armlock, then a leglock. But I 
made sure no body contact was 
made, Not yet. I had to be abso- 
lutely certain that when I did 
make contact, I would not be let- 
ting myself open for a sudden jolt 
on my back. 

But Jonathan fooled me. He hit 
me with a flying tackle that sent 
me reeling against the ropes, then 
he caught me in a headlock. I let 
my body fall to the floor immedi- 
ately instead of trying to wiggle 
free from a standing position, 
which I would have done under 
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normal conditions. I kept my body 
leaning forward to ease thestrain 
on my back, Finally I broke the 
hold without suffering any dam- 
age. 

I had much to worry about as 
I tried to hold Jonathan off. He 
was so big (800 pounds) and so 
strong. But the one thing that 
Langevin and I were really afraid 
of was the possibility of Jonathan 
catching me in a Boston Crab 
hold. Both of us knew that if he 
applied even the slightest pres- 
sure on my back with that hold, I 
would be ruined for life. But it 
was the chance we had to take. 

At one point, he had me set up 
for the Crab, but he didn’t follow 
through and I slipped away. 

I gained confidence with each 
passing minute, and then I began 


to take chances. I hit him with a 
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@ This was the cru- 
cial instant when 
I realized that my 
back could take it 
without pain. ® 


@ 7 was so happy af- 
ter the match (it 
was a draw) that I 
did a full somer- 
sault in the ring. 
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ie demand for trained Accountants far 
exceeds the supply. Salaries keep going 
higher, promotions come faster. Why remain 
in a dull job with insufficient pay when you 
can qualify easily — in your spare time — for 
the big rewards offered to the Accounting- 
trained man? 

To prove this to yourself, send for the 
interesting sample lesson which demon- 
strates the remarkable LaSalle method of 
home training. This lesson is yours free of 
cost or obligation. It will show you how you 
are guided step by step through actual Ac- 
counting work ... how you learn by doing 
..how thoroughly you are prepared for every 
Accounting task you will be called upon to 
handle in the business world. 


No previous experience required 


LaSalle’s distinguished faculty of expert 
Accountants and CPA instructors starts you 
right at the beginning . . . then supervises, 
corrects and grades your work all the way 
... right up to helping you prepare for the 
Certified Public Accountant examination, if 
this is your goal. The cost is remarkably low. 

For over half a century, LaSalle has been 
a world leader in business education. It has 
provided training to more than 1,000,000 
ambitious men and women. That is why a 
LaSalle diploma in Accounting is a creden- 
tial respected by employers. Mail coupon to- 
day for free sample lesson and “Opportunities 
in Accounting” booklet. 
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LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A Correspondence Institution 

417 S. Dearborn, Dept. 41-073, Chicago, Ill. 


Please send me, free of cost or obligation, 
your sample lesson and illustrated booklet 
“Opportunities in Accounting”’. 
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RESERVED — FOR YOU! 
WRESTLING 


LOU THESZ BOB ELLIS 


WRESTLING JLLUSTRATED © GIRL WRESTLING © BOXING INTERNATIONAL—ALL STAR WRESTLING 


Here is the big, lavish album you've been waiting for— 


A FABULOUS COLLECTION OF YOUR FAVORITE MAT STARS 
including women and midget wrestlers. 


Don’t Delay—Mail This Coupon Today! You'll be thrilled when you get this handsome album, 
BRR with its colorful cover and full-page pinups. Every 
Send this coupon, together with $1 for each copy = picture is exclusive, available nowhere else, and 


of the Album you order, to: 


G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING CORP. 
Box 58 
Rockville Centre, N. Y. 11571 


may be easily removed for framing. PLEASE NOTE: 
this prized album is available by MAIL ONLY. Copies 
are going so fast that we urge you to order NOW 


Name se tebe 23; dae if you do not want to be disappointed. Simply mail 
eg aH in the coupon with your remittance. You’ll be de- 
ACRES Sipe 5.0.70, cots pint Seas enna: . ; : 
lighted to add this beautiful album to your collec- 
CIE? Ma caeaeietree siesta otate Zip Code tion, and for only $1.00. 
| enclose cash [] check [J money order g 
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Three against wne.! Thet 
Canadian star Whipper 
tling on a CFTO!-TW Chan 
“The Sports Hojtseat.’”” T 
tling Fixed?” Nhrowing 
were Milt Dunfrell, sport 
Star; Joe Mors 
Taylor of the | 
following highli 
sports columnist ~ 
a tape by WRESTLING, I, 
pondent Roger Baker. 
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RATED corves- 


ESAW (introducing the program) : Depending 
on which side of the fence you’re on, you'll hear 
such remarks as wrestling is fixed .. . it’s phony 
... it’s the best sport in the world .. ; it requires 
the best conditioning and the most endurance... 
Some say it’s entertainment and not a sport. 
Others say if a sport isn’t entertaining, it dies. 
Is wrestling fixed, rehearsed? Is it a true test? 
Let’s find out from one of the greatest of them 
all, Whipper Billy Watson, How about it, Whip? 
How much of it is for sport and how much is for 
entertainment? 


The Canad lan_star slams 
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pack aft critics of the sport - 
Je TY panel show taped by 

ING. [UC USTRATED. 

ah hightlights from the tape... 


ITHE SPORTS HOTSEAT’ 
) Asks Whipper Watson: 


WHIPPER: It’s a test of science, skill and 
str asth- That’s what it’s advertised as. There’s 
h ivmanship in wrestling—I’m not going to deny 
thatw2S there is showmanship in many other 
sports No matter what profession you go into, 
es have people who are showmen, They 


you alwawy. . 4 : 
have some’ to sell and we have something to 


sell, too. 


DUNNELL Whip, I agree that wrestling is 


Be a I think you’ve very conveniently 
euterta ra a tor we're all going to ask: 
skipped over the Sa 
is it a contest’? T thintye Us is W hat peope want to 
know, ; 

WHIPPER: Certainly it WRContest. 

DUNNELL: Do you recal SePcerine «in the 
Legislature when wrestling was ager IV CSUSB 
tion because some of the boys up ther&2° @ little 
excited about the antics on TV? Do you vecall 
what you said at that time? 

WHIPPER: I guess maybe you can... 

DUNNELL: No question about it; I can tell 
you what you said, Yon said, “I can’t for the life 
of me understand what the protesting is all 
about?” You went on to say what the Minister of 
Labor had already said in the Legislature, that 


you were in the entertainment business. But at no 
time did he or you suggest that wrestling was a 
contest. 
WHIPPER : No one asked me. ; . 
DUNNELL: If you had intended to make th 
point, Whip, don’t tell me you wouldn’t hay 
made it. iS 
WHIPPER: Excuse me, Milt, what we v Aes 
discussing at that time was about wrestling b@. 
on television and about the brutality of wrest ue 
and what | was saying was there are many 
grams on TV which I feel that children sho 
watch. So why make a big hullabaloo abot 
tling when you see someone on a Weg 
pumping about 10 bullets into some} 
is in the afternoon. I mean, if we’rg 
cize something, let’s criticize sg 
grams that | feel are harmful ¥ 4 
DUNWELL A Whip, you'd pho Corey 
os : Yet a Pee akea great politi- 
cian because you’re delibe Miely leadingeme away 
from the path I’m tryy@eio take. axes 
MORGAN: Abs? 
ans three or four years ago I 
wrote an article fF ; , 

: : 1 wrestling and someone asked 
me if the gamgg” th : le re 
sria pith was on the level. I said that what 
up Gut 7 ievel was the shooting duel that winds 


noy eg 


? 

pro- 
nidn’t 

. wres- 
rn show 
ody and this 
F going to criti- 
me of the pro- 


fc about that and I was called in and blistered. 
fat taught me one thing: you people are thin- 
skinned. Now, you talk about wrestling being on 
the level. Let me tell you, I was in Jacksonville, 
Fla. Somebody threw a bottle into the ring. One 
of the wrestlers picked up the bottle, broke it in 
half and just cut his opponent. I saw it with my 


smoke every week. The promoter got an- ‘ 


t 
N 


“They call 
‘The Whip.’ 
But it is not 
benefit of th 
page) intoa 


a4 


s, easy as it looks. e'akes perfect timing to get full 


Gmplete somersayt wit very little effort on my part.” 


own e 
ring. | 
WH 
many 
into th 


me out. Ccps came into the 


the same tning happen to me 
Me Womar threw a mirror 
opponent picked it up and 
tross here, I had to have 15 


stitches 
shese are} the things that 
every so oiften one of these 
lot like it’s not 
y .. .there’fs been discussion 
ould be oy the sports pages 
RZES 

Lattewe f fact, are we con- 


ESAW: Joe, a 


‘cerned whether or not it is entertainment? Isn’t 


it a fact that they put on a good show? The peo- 
ple who pay to see it like it. As far as I know, 


wrestling has never insisted that it is a contest, 


TAYLOR: Wrestling never assumed any legit- 
imacy. Now perhaps this is a mistake. My own 
belief is that wrestling is primarily a show. I 


- think it is a good show—the public interest indi- 


cates that. But what you now tell us, Whip, is 
that wrestling is not a show, that it is primarily 
a contest ». . that the result cr the general pat- 


_ tern of things is not foreknown. I think this is 


what we want to know, because my own €onvic- 
tion is that it’s primarily a show and not an 


{ 
e¥ Whipper because of this hold, which is appropriately called 
growmy opponent’; arm and send him flying across the ring. 


b hold. | can send Sees man like Stan Stasiak (facing 
i) 


athletic contest. Let’s get right to the question of 
competition, then, Whip. This is what everybody’s 
trying to get at. 

WHIPPER: What makes you think it’s not a 
contest? 

TAYLOR: Because you can almost trace the 
pattern of events in a match. 

WHIPPER: Have you ever been on the other 
end of things? Have you ever participated in 
athletics ? 

TAYLOR: Yes, but I’ve never wrestled. 

WHIPPER: You know, people are very critical 
about wrestling, but if you were to get into the 
ring ... let me tell you what happened when a 
wrestler once decided he wanted to referee a 
match between some fellow and myself here in 
Toronto. He was in there only about 10 or 12 
minutes and I don’t believe he could walk for two 
weeks after. And he was only refereeing! 

TAYLOR: Let’s get to the question of titles. 
Have you ever lost the British Empire title? 
You’ve had it for how many years... ? 
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WHIPPER: I’ve lost it, oh, maybe five or six 
times. 

TAYLOR: And always got it back. 

WHIPPER: Sometimes it took me two years to 
get it back. 

TAYLOR: But isn’t this a fact—that when you 
lost your title, wasn’t it usually because you were 
the victim of foul play? Did anybody ever really 
win a clear-cut decision over you? Weren’t you 
fouled? Weren’t you counted out because the 
referee’s attention had been distracted? Things 
like that? In other words, the good guy, the home 
town idol, very seldom loses on a clear-cut de- 
cision. Is that a fair assumption? 

WHIPPER: No, I don’t think so. 

TAYLOR: But it’s true. 

WHIPPER: Oh, I don’t think so. 

TAYLOR: Well, maybe I’ve been misled. 

MORGAN: What about those stories—you win 
tonight here in Toronto .. . I’ll win tomorrow in 
Hamilton, and you win in Buffalo next Thursday 
night... ? 


WHIPPER: I'd like to straighten this out right or 
now. I’ve been wrestling for many years, all over Im SIGHT REMAINING 
the United States and Canada and Europe. I’m 
not trying to brag but I would say that I have 
only lost maybe 8 percent of all my matches. How i 
many of these on disqualification? This is some- ; 
thing I wouldn’t know. 

(At this point, Whipper was asked how he 
could justify the burlesque and carnival aspects 
of a sport he insisted was highly competitive. 
Criticism was aimed at such gimmicks as a wres- 
tler entering the ring with a suckling pig under 
his arm or the Skunk Man wrestling a 600-pound 
bear. “Can you picture any other sport where 
such things would be allowed?” the Whip was 
asked.) 

WHIPPER: You talk about carnival or bur- 
lesque. What happened to the baseball clubs here 
a few years ago when they had so many things 
going? What happened over in Cleveland... ? 
They had to bring other entertainment in to try 
and draw the people in to watch baseball. I admit 
that wrestling is entertainment. But there’s en- 
tertainment in hockey and football and a lot of 
other sports, Don’t forget, we’re individuals. If 
someone feels he’s going to be a better box office 
attraction if he does a certain thing or dresses a 
certain way, he’s going to do this, If that adds 
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“| don’t think that any professional wrestler has suf- 
fered as many injuries as | have. The picture 
was taken in 1953 and it shows some of the bone frac: 


color to the game, what’s wrong with that? » 


tures that interrupted my career up until that time.” 


SMASHER 


Continued from Page 19 


nomenon of nature... a small 
earthquake—or something like 
that. And, by George, I was. I 
scurried around to the window 
after getting away from those 
dangerous swinging doors, and 
peeked inside the ginmill. 

“T saw a blond giant flexing a 
pair of bulging biceps and chal- 
lenging all the barflies to do bat- 
tle. But the patrons didn’t seem 
interested, And I couldn’t blame 
them, This blond kid had already 
knocked six gentlemen into var- 
ious positions of frozen inertness. 
And there wasn’t a mark on him! 

“T ventured inside, introduced 
myself modestly as a former great 
wrestler now looking for new 
talent, 

“So what?” this kid grated. 

“So what?” I exclaimed. “My 
dear fellow, I am here to give you 
the greatest opportunity of your 
life...” 

I paused to let this sink in. 

“Get lost, creep,”’ he said. 

“T must say I had great difficul- 
ty controlling my temper at this 
point. I did, though. Good thing, 
too, or my body might have joined 


the others stacked up in the four 
corners of that evil-smelling gin- 
mill, 

“Anyway, I finally drew him 
into a reasonable facsimile of con- 
versation and told him what I 
could do for him, After polishing 
him up, of course. 

“The sincerity in my voice must 
have convinced him and I began 
to inquire about his background. 
He said he came from Butte, 
Montana, and that he worked in 
a logging camp. 

“Seems he’d just dropped into 
the ginmill for a bit of exercise. 
He said he preferred that to lift- 
ing weights in the local YMCA. 
Live weights, he explained, were 
better to work with and gave him 
more fun, Besides, he didn’t have 
to pay a locker fee. A canny lad 
after my own heart... 

“The Smasher was amazed to 
learn that he could earn $100,000 
a year for his hobby. And he 
eagerly agreed to sign a contract 
to wrestle for the world’s great- 
est developer of mat talent—me, 
who else? 

“Smasher is only 22 years old 
and I am still polishing his rough 
edges. But I tell you, sir—he will 
soon be good enough to chase 
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Bruno Sammartino right out of 
this territory...” 

Berry paused to catch his 
breath. “Look at those biceps. 
The biggest in the business. Gaze 
at that chest. Astonishing, isn’t 
it? Smasher already weighs 256 
pounds—and he’s still growing!” 

Sloan appeared embarrassed by 
this glowing testimonial. We tried 
to engage him in conversation but 
he kept nodding at Red. It was 
obvious he was more accustomed 
to choice epithets such as “you 
dirty dog.” He had been called 
that—and worse—during his 
match with Miguel Perez. 

Turning to Red again, we ask- 
ed: “If the Smasher is as big a 
gem as you say he is, how come 
he let a mere 222-pounder like 
Miguel Perez beat him?” 

Berry was indignant. ‘You 
heard what I said before,’ he 
chided. ‘It was an accident. Pure 
and simple. Why, the Smasher 
has compiled an enviable record 
in the short period since he turn- 
ed professional. I just have to 
smooth out the rest of his rough 
edges and...” 

The master diamond-cutter was 
still rhapsodizing about his “find” 
as we slipped out of the room, » 
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Let us take you behind the scenes of a 
savage and fascinating sport — a sport that 
is banned in many places because local 
authorities consider it immoral and detri- 
mental to the female image. But in those 
places where girl wrestling is permitted, 
thousands of fortunate people thrill to the 
titillating kind of excitement only this sport 
can provide. The publishing of a regular 
frequency magazine exclusively devoted to 
Girl Wrestling is a mammoth project re- 
quiring the specialized talents of a large, 
centralized editorial staff, in addition to 
teams of roving photographers and report- 
ers. We are pleased to tell you that we have 
assembled all the required personnel, and 
that we can promise you many wonderful 
hours of rare entertainment in the months 
—and years—to come. 


Because_a-timited number of copies of GIRL WRES- 
TLING will be distributed to newsstands, we urge 
you fo enter your subscription now, guaranteeing 
delivery of all your issues right to your front door. 
And here’s a special offer: subscribe for two years 
— at $3— and save a dollar! 


FILL OUT COUPON AND MAIL TO: 
GIRL WRESTLING 


Box 58 
Rockville Centre, L.I., New York 11571 


Enter my subscription for GIRL WRESTLING. 


Name 

Address p 

City State Zip Code 

One Year (J | enclose $2 Two Years [] | enclose $3 


(Offer good only in U. S. and Canada. Add $2 per year for 
subscriptions to all other countries.) 
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By C. N. BOWEN 


WITH A GRIMACE of pain, Nick Kozak crawled 
out of his car and hobbled stiffly across the side- 
walk to the luxury apartment house on Common- 
wealth Ave. in Charlotte, N.C, 

It was 2 A.M. A few hours earlier, he’d finished 
a rough match and the 150-mile drive back home 
had done nothing to soothe his aches. Wow-ee, 
what a bout that had been! 

... Nick and Peppy Gomez had gone through 
a rip-snortin’ session before upsetting Frank 
Hickey and Two Ton Harris. But in the final 
stages, Two Ton caught Nick in a backbreaker. 

Harris grunted and wheezed as he applied the 
pressure. And Nick, growing faint, could feel his 
back breaking up in little pieces. Luckily, Peppy 
rescued him before he blacked out. 

Well, Nick was glad that was all over. He could 
now look forward to the pleasant prospect of 
meeting a vivacious redhead, who would be wait- 
ing up to caress away his weariness... 

Nick met this redhead every night when he 
was not off on tour, and it was only natural since 
he was married to her. But Sandee is no ordinary 
wife. A big smile brightened her pixyish face 
when Nick walked in the door, 

He lifted her three feet off the floor, crushed 
her with exuberant affection. Then, with a know- 
ing look, he nodded. This was Nick’s way of let- 
ting Sandee know he needed the “treatment.” 

Following a ritual they started after they were 
married in February of 1965, Kozak removed his 
shirt, placed a beach towel on the carpet and 
stretched out on it face down. Then Sandee, wear- 
ing a fetching slacks-and-blouse ensemble, walked 
all over Nick’s back, as if she were stomping 
grapes. After a few minutes of this, Nick’s back 
felt fine again. 

Whenever Kozak gets on the subject of women, 
he is fond of surprising strangers about this un- 
usual aspect of his marital life. “I let my wife 
walk all over me,” he says. “And don’t think she 
doesn’t appreciate it.” Then he winks and adds: 
“And so do I, brother. And so dol...” 

You’d say the same thing if you were in Nick’s 
shoes. How, for example, would you like it if a 
doll like Sandee greeted you for breakfast in a 
white bikini? Or served you a sizzling steak din- 
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ner while dressed in tight slacks? Or sang and 
strummed the guitar to keep you happy? And did 
a hundred and one other things that a woman 
does to please the man she loves? 

Unless you’re a two-headed giraffe, you’d like 
it fine. And anyone can see that Nick likes it fine, 
too. Else how do you account for the fact that he 
waits on her hand and foot, as he does here (see 
photo) while she’s sunning herself on their back 
‘ porch” and enjoying her copy of WRESTLING 
ILLUSTRATED? 

“Tf I’d have known married life could be like 
this, ‘Nick confessed, “I would have got hitched 
a long time ago... .” He noticed Sandee giving 
him a funny look and laughed: “But not without 
you, honey!” 

Kozak was a happy-go-lucky, footloose guy be- 
fore he met Sandee. “I was too busy making 
money and having a good time to think about get- 
ting tied down,” he said. ““But Sandee changed all 
that. She’s made a slave out of me. Ever see a 
happier-lookin’ slave? 

As a member in good standing of the Slaves 
Club, we told him no. But didn’t they have the 
customary spats that plague most married 
couples? 

Nick grinned. “That’s the terrific part about 
Sandee,” he said, slapping her playfully on the 
rump. “She never gets mad at anything. And she’s 
always ready to step out and do things.” 


(See next page) 


This doesn’t mean she’s averse to spending a 
quiet evening at home, though maybe “quiet” is 
not exactly the right word. Both Nick and Sandee 
love to play the guitar and while their pets, 
“Corky” the cat and “Trouble” the poodle, may 
not appreciate it, they make wonderful (and 
loud) music together. 

What else does Sandee do besides play the gui- 
tar, cook, massage her husband’s back with her 
feet and look pretty? According to Nick, that’s 
enough. But there are two other things. 


For getting his back ironed out, Nick has to “‘put out”’ 
for Sandee, who loves getting HER back ironed out. But 
Kozak doesn’t mind. Mind? He’d be crazy if he did! 


You figure it’s a good marriage when the wife goes to this 
length to entice her husband to sample a piece of her cake. 
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For one, Sandee is a stickler for detail, espe- 
cially where Kozak’s wrestling robes are con- -@iam 
cerned. 

“She’ll get out her tape measure and check the 
fit right down to the last stitch,” Nick says. “And } 
if something’s wrong, she’ll spend hours fixing it. . bey 
She says my image is important. Gotta make the ' ; 
right impression in the ring, you know.” 

The second point is that Sandee is the greatest 
Kozak booster in the world. “She has the knack 
of making me feel like a million bucks, both in 
the ring and outside of it. A lot of women who 
are having trouble with their men should try to 
develop this knack. It works wonders.” 

We asked Nick if he ever got tired of raving 
about his lovely wife. We expected him to say no, 
but he crossed us up. 

“There’s one thing about her that bothers me,” 
he admitted, “She doesn’t really mean any harm 
by it, but she’s always disappointed when some 
opponent fails to put a few crimps in my back. 
Why? The answer is obvious, isn’t it?” 

And so it is. Sandee simply feels deprived when 
she can’t walk all over her husband... » 


On their few “quiet” evenings at home, the Kozaks raise a 
storm with their guitars. Their pets, ‘‘Trouble’’ the poodle, 
and “Corky” the cat, howl in anguish over the music. 


k porch wh 
Ustrated, fe 


Sandee is fussy about her husband's ring image and she 
makes sure his costumes fit perfectly. If they don’t, 
she'll spend hours fixing them until they’re just right. 
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It seemed odd seeing Bruno climb into the ring to oppose his old tag partner... 


Here's the incredible 


inside story behind 
the split between 


Bruno Sammartino and 


Cowboy Bill Watts 


52 


WHAT WAS IT that cooled one 
of the hottest tag teams in wres- 
tling? Was it a single incident, as 
many claim, or a combination of 
circumstances ? 

It took Wrestling Illustrated 
two weeks to track down the real 
story behind the Bruno Sammar- 
tino-Cowboy Bill Watts split. 

It’s so astonishing a story that 
we would be strongly inclined to 
doubt it if it hadn’t come from 
absolutely unimpeachable sources. 

When news of the bustup ap- 


. . . Watts wears arrogant expression as announcer introduces the contestants. 


peared, fans couldn’t believe it be- 
cause here, they felt, was a spec- 
tacular team destined for a long 
and popular reign. 


In the few months they 
wrestled together, the 5711”, 262- 
pound Abruzzi strongboy and his 
6/4”, 297-pound partner from the 
plains of Oklahoma had clicked 
with military precision. Then, 
suddenly and without apparent 
reason—pf-hh-tt! 

“What made them do a crazy 
thing like that?” said a Madison 


Square Garden regular. “They 
was packin’ the joint every time 
they came here and they had 
everything goin’ for them... .” 

This was certainly true. Bruno, 
the World Wide Wrestling Feder- 
ation champion, had done a smart 
thing when he teamed up with the 
handsome former University of 
Oklahoma star. 

Together they had presented a 
sturdy image of wholesome man- 
hood dedicated to the destruction 
of such evil men as Gene Kiniski 
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and Waldo Von Erich. 

Ironically, these treacheous vil- 
lains were partly responsible for 
triggering the hatred that even- 
tually parted roughhewn Sam- 
martino and the clean-cut Cow- 
boy. 

Here’s how one Wrestling Iilus- 
trated correspondent, Don Sep- 
panek, describes this phase of the 
story: 

“Last January 7, Gene Kiniski 
and Waldo Von Erich squared off 
against two much smaller wres- 


tlers in the Capital Arena in 
Washington, D.C. 

“After thoroughly demolishing 
their opponents, Kiniski and Von 
Erich continued to punish them, 
Cowboy Bill Watts, who was help- 
ing TV announcer Ray Morgan, 
leaped to the aid of the two halt- 
dead grapplers. For a while, 
Watts held his own against the 
Kiniski-Von Erich wrecking crew, 
then fell victim to their belting 
and stomping. 

“After the fracas, Watts phon- 
ed Sammartino, who was vaca- 
tioning in Florida with his family, 
and told him what had happened. 
Bruno was furious. ‘Let’s get 
those guys when I get back, Bill,’ 
he said. ‘I’ve got an old score to 
settle with them, anyway.’ 
“Bruno and Bill couldn’t wait to 
tackle ‘those animals.’ But, like 
all wrestlers, they were bound by 
a rigid booking schedule and their 
next big date called for them to 
wrestle Gorilla Monsoon and Fred 
Blassie in the Garden on Jan 25. 


With the Cowboy looking on, announcer presents gold 
trophy to Sammartino (left) before tag match with 
Gene Kiniski and Waldo Von Erich in Madison Square 
Garden. Some say this match triggered the hatred 


“Sammartino mulled over the 
problem, then decided, ‘The hell 
with Monsoon and Blassie. If we 
want Kiniski and Von Erich, 
we're going to get ’em.’ And so 
he phoned Garden wrestling pro- 
moter Walter Johnston; Wash- 
ington, D.C., impresario Vince 
McMahon and WWWE chief Wil- 
lie Gilzenberg. 

The substance of his calls: get 
Kiniski and Von Erich to sub for 
Monsoon and Blassie in the main 
event. The promoters promptly 
agreed, licking their chops over 
the juicy gate they anticipated 
from the grudge match. As it 
turned out, a disappointing 13,- 
875 fans showed up. 
> “But they got a whale of a 
show for their $41,154. The festi- 
vities erupted with a surprising 
development just after the an- 
nouncer presented a gold trophy 
to Sammartino. Bruno was loy- 
ingly fingering the trophy when 
Kiniski, in a _ sneak attack, 
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grabbed the award from Bruno’s 
hand, hurled it to the mat and 
stepped on it. Before Sammartino 
or Watts could recover from 
astonishment, Waldo kicked the 
fragments all over the ring (see 
photo). 

“After an upsetting start like 
that, scarcely anything seemed to 
go right. The villains got off fast, 
though, winning the first fall. 
Bruno and the Cowboy charged 
back to even the score, but they 
took a heavy battering in the pro- 
cess. 

“It was during the crucial third 
fall that it happened: Watts and 
Von Erich were locked in a hold 
when Bruno charged into the ring 
to help his partner. He let loose a 
dropkick that missed Waldo and 
thudded squarely into Cowboy 
Bill’s massive back, 

“It was an accident—regret- 
table, true, but still an accident. 
From that point on, though, there 
was a distinct coolness on Watts’ 


that exploded in the breakup. Above: 
Kiniski (right) flees after smashing 
Bruno’s trophy on mat. Waldo gets 
set to kick the pieces out of ring. 


part, and it was plain to see he 
wasn’t helping his partner the 
way he used to. 

“Later, the Cowboy refused to 


shake hands with Bruno after 
they won the match on a disqual- 
ification.Plain-spoken Sammartino 
was hurt by the snub. ‘It was an 
honest mistake,’ he insisted, ‘T 
can’t understand Bill’s attitude.’ 

“The Cowboy had a different 
version. He was quoted as saying, 
‘I didn’t need any help. I was do- 
ing fine, But Sammartino had to 
come in and play the big hero. 
Well, I’m not playing second fid- 
dle to anybody.’ ” 

This account of the splitup is 
all true—as far as it goes. But 
there were other factors that en- 
tered the picture and made the 
partnership intolerable. And they 
involved far more serious differ- 
ences than a mistaken dropkick. 

Actually, Bruno needed a tag 
partner like he needed ravioli 
stuffed with sawdust. He was 


Shortly after their splitup, Sammartino and Watts met in 
grudge match before capacity Garden crowd. The Cowboy 
gave Bruno a merciless licking for nearly 15 minutes. 


raking in about $175,000 a year 
as a single and was packing 
arenas almost everywhere he 
appeared. 

Why, then, did he go double? 
Partly because he wanted a 
change, Partly because he’d been 
highly impressed by young Watts, 
a relative newcomer who had 
zoomed out of Oklahoma and 
made an almost instant hit in 
New York, where Bruno is a god. 

This is where the seed of jea- 
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lousy and resentment started to 
grow. At first, Watts played the 
role of Bruno’s fair-haired boy 

. basking in the reflected glow 
of Sammartino’s phenomenal pop- 
ularity. 

But then ugly rumors made the 
rounds, suggesting that Watts 
was a better wrestler than Bruno 
and why shouldn’t he have as big 
a spotlight as Sammartino? 

Bruno knew nothing of the 
power drive that was corroding 


Every so often, Sammartino would recover from a barrage and nail Watts in pain- 


ful positions like this. But the Cowboy kept taking the offensive and, as 
the fans looked on in dread anticipation, a stunning upset appeared in the making. 


the Cowboy’s heart. He did notice 
a slight change, a hardening of 
attitude, an occasional brusque- 
ness of manner. But these were 
so infrequent that he shrugged 
and attributed them to “nerves.” 

Things might have gone on for 
months without an open break 
had it not been for an incident 
that neither wrestler will discuss. 
One night, according to close 
friends, they just barely squeaked 
through a match that ordinarily 
they would have won with ease. 

Bruno, who had worked all that 
previous evening, mapping stra- 
tegy, tried to sift out what had 
gone wrong. Watts remained quiet 
for a while. Finally, he bluntly 
told Sammartino he had decided 
to ignore the strategy because he 
had evolved a superior plan dur- 
ing the match itself. Before you 
knew it, one word led to a few 
hundred other ripe ones—and the 
boys nearly came to blows. 

The real damage, therefore, had 
been done before the explosive 
match with Gene Kiniski and 
Waldo Von Erich. When the 
break came, the fans clamored 
immediately for a grudge match 
between the ex-partners. The pro- 
moters obliged them. 

The scene outside the Garden 
on the night of Feb. 22 was one of 
bedlam, All 19,101 seats ($61,- 
384) had been sold out hours be- 
fore the opening, and police had 
to put up wooden barriers to keep 


Photo was snapped at height of Watts’ 
onslaught. Moments later, Bruno lash- 
ed back with such vehemence that the 
referee was forced to disqualify him 
after he refused to stop kicking Bill. 


out 5,000 frustrated customers, 

For nearly 15 minutes, the 
spectators watched in awe as 
Watts blasted Bruno all over the 
mat. The Oklahoma Kid seemed 
unbeatable. Then, spurred on by 
the roar from 19,101 throats. 
Bruno laced the Cowboy. Rarely 
had he ever been seen in such a 
rage, The referee tried to restrain 
him from killing Watts, but 
Bruno kept blasting away and 
was disqualified, 


About a month later, on March 
30, they met in a hotly-awaited 
return that drew an even bigger 
gate—19,614 paying $61,877. The 
bout, spiced with tomatoes and 
other flying objects, ended at 
15:48 when the referee disquali- 
fied Watts for a low blow. 

Bruno retained his belt but now 
the fans are wondering: “For 
how long?” Because that big Cow- 
boy is real hungry—hungry for 
fame as well as money. = 
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DICK THE BRUISER has long 
been one of the most photo- 
graphed wrestlers in the world. 
Thousands of pictures show his 
scowling face in various angles 
of contortion as he slashes away 
at victims. And even when he’s 
posing for a publicity shot—the 
usual wrestling pose—he looks 
like the last angry man. 

“T can’t help it,” Bruiser says. 
‘“My face just ain’t cut out to 
smile, which is okay with me.” 

But the picture on this page 
shows him grinning like the cat 
that just swallowed the mouse— 
which is what makes it a valuable 
collector’s item. 

Bruiser hates this picture, and 
he offered the photographer who 
took it, Tony Lanza, a thousand 
dollars for the negative. But Tony 
is also a collector, so it was no 
deal. 

How did Lanza snap this mas- 
terpiece? “I fooled him,” Tony 
chuckled. 

Explained the proud photog- 
rapher: “It was this night in the 
Montreal Forum when Bruiser 
was wrestling Don Leo Jonathan 
in the main event. I went to the 
dressing room and told Bruiser 
that one of the French newspa- 
pers in Montreal assigned me to 
do a picture story on him, and 
that I wanted to start the job 
right now—before he left the 
dressing room. 

“Bruiser looked at me like I 
was a piece of dirt, snarled and 
told me to drop dead.” 

Nobody tells Tony Lanza to 
drop dead and gets away with it. 
And Tony, who besides being a 
top photographer is also a top 
professional wrestler (see page 
59), has the muscle to back him- 
self up. 

Tony slowly put down his cam- 
era and told Bruiser to stand up. 
The burly wrestler looked sur- 
prised. But he got to his feet and 
started to say something. He 
never got the first word out of his 
mouth, Lanza shoved his nose 
right into Bruiser’s face and said 
coldly, “Just tell me you don’t 
want to do it. But don’t get 
snotty. I’m warning you. Don’t 
get snotty!” 

AJ Costello, one of the Fabulous 
Kangaroos, shared the dressing 
room with Bruiser that night and 


Did You Ever See 
A BRUTE SMILING? 


witnessed what happened. “You 
should have seen the way the 
Bruiser’s whole mood changed,” 
recalled Costello. ‘All of a sudden 
he became a nice guy.” 

We aren’t sure whether Bruiser 
became a nice guy, but he did 
become cooperative. When Lanza 
asked him to take a position about 
two feet in front of the dressing 
room wall, and strike a wrestling 
pose, Bruiser obeyed. And while 
Lanza was adjusting his camera, 
Bruiser asked in subdued tones, 
“Ts this where you want me to 
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stand, Tony?” and Tony nodded 
in approval. It was at this mo- 
ment that the Bruiser’s heavy 
features broke into a wide grin. 

Al Costello, who had never seen 
anything but vinegar-like expres- 
sions on the Brute’s face, yelled 
to Lanza, “Take it now, Tony! 
Shoot the picture now!” 

And Lanza reacted immediate- 
ly. Without even focusing, he 
whipped his camera up to eye 
level and snapped the shutter. 

Tony had his masterpiece, and 
Bruiser never forgave him, = 
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In dressing room, Maurice and Mr. Klean examine Barend’s head wound. 


“What happened in that ring tonight,” blared Klean, “was an outrage!” 


Continued from Page 33 
ring at Cincinnati Gardens to 
take on the team of The Sheik 
and The Bruiser. 

Although this was their first 
Cincinnati appearance, Ernie, 
Johnny and Maurice weren’t ex- 
actly unknown to the local fans. 
Some of their matches in other 
Ohio cities had been televised into 
Cincinnati and the enormous 
crowd which turned out that 
night probably came just to see if 
their TV tubes had been.playing 
tricks on them. They wanted to 
see if these three characters were 
for real. 

As Bruiser stood in his corner 
watching Ernie and his boys go- 
ing through their hilarious pre- 
bout routine, he winked at the 
impatient Sheik standing beside 
him and cracked, ‘Should we kill 
’em or kiss ’em?”’ 

Sheik grunted and made a bee- 
line for Mr, Klean, who was play- 
ing with his garter. But Barend, 
whose job it was to protect his 
manager, stuck out his foot and 
tripped the Sheik. That’s the way 
it started. 

It ended 28 minutes later when 
Barend and Maurice were disqua- 
lified because Mr. Klean had com- 
mitted the unpardonable sin of 
wrapping a rope around Bruiser’s 
leg while Maurice held him on the 
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floor and then tying the other end 
of the rope around the ringpost. 

Although Mr. Klean and his 
boys lost the match, they won 
the crowd’s tribute and the pro- 
moter brought them back to 
headline his next four shows in 
succession. All were sellouts. 

“They loved us in Cincinnati,” 
Ernie Routh recalled proudly. 
“They loved us because we were 
different, and to be different in 
professional wrestling is almost 
impossible.” 

Although there is nothing offi- 
cial, reports have recently come 
out of Los Angeles that a slight- 
ly-built man with a completely 
bald head and a gracious smile 
has been seen rather regularly 
around ringsides in Southern 
California. He studies every wres- 
tler with the intentness of a sci- 
entist poring over a new medical 
discovery, and he has’ been 
noticed slipping in and out of 
dressing rooms and dining with 
various wrestlers. 

The rumor is that this slightly- 
built man is a manager and that 
he is looking for somebody to 
manage. But not anybody! The 
man he chooses must be very spe- 
cial; a man with natural talent 
who would be willing to take 
orders and to learn the many 
other things it takes to become 
a great star besides knowing how 
to.snap an opponent’s neck with 
a headlock. a 


OUR MAN 
BECOMES CHAMPION! 


It isn’t every magazine that can boast 


a champion on its active editorial staff. 


But we can, and we owe the honor to 


THEY CALL MONTREAL the 
Paris of North America because 
it is so gay and because there 
are so many exciting things to 
do. And, like Paris, Montreal is 
a hotly-partisan city where the 
natives staunchly stick together. 

Montreal is dominated by two 
main groups—the French and the 
Italians. Both groups have always 
had their glowing heroes, par- 
ticularly in the sporting world. In 
hockey the French had their be- 
loved “Rocket” Richard. In box- 
ing they had Bob Cleroux, and in 
wrestling they had the legendary 
Yvon Robert who, in his prime, 
was probably the most adored 
athlete in French-Canadian his- 
tory. And there is French import 
Ed Carpentier whom Montrealers 
accept as one of their own. 

Montreal Italians have not had 
as much to cheer about as their 
French counterparts—not until 
one night last November when a 
local Italian named Tony Lanza 
slammed the broad shoulders of 
the Masked Strangler to the can- 
vas at Sauve Center to win the 
Junior Heavyweight Champion- 
ship. 

While this title has little or no 
status in the rest of the world, 
Montreal Italians were overjoyed 
by Lanza’s upset victory and 
Tony’s picture was .plastered 
across the sports pages of every 
French newspaper in Canada. 

Even Lanza himself was over- 
whelmed by it all. “This is the 
dream of my life come true,” he 
said at a victory party in a down- 
town restaurant. “And I thank 


a courageous Italian-Canadian 
named Tony Lanza 


While Lanza’s hand is raised in victory, Ilio DiPaolo (who wrestled in 
semi-final) adjusts championship belt around Tony’s waist. 
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everybody for their terrific sup- 
port. I only wish that someday 
I can win the heavyweight cham- 
pionship of the world. If I ever 
do, I promise that I will change 
the colors of the great belt to red, 
white and green” (colors of the 
Italian flag). 

That drew a tremendous round 
of cheers and then all the diners 
buried their noses into the piping 
hot spaghetti and meat balls, 
which had been prepared accord- 


Lanza, who prides himself with inventing new holds, uses this, 
his Jatest creation, to bring the Strangler to verge of defeat. 


ing to Lanza’s secret recipe. Tony 
is also a master chef, 

That’s not all he is. Tony also 
is a master photographer (see 
page 57) whose work has ap- 
peared in major magazines all 
over the world, and he is a staff 
photographer for WRESTLING 
ILLUSTRATED and BOXING 


INTERNATIONAL—ALL STAR 
WRESTLING. 

“T have only one regret,” Tony 
said in an after-dinner speech. “TI 


couldn’t figure out a way to take 
pictures of my own title match. 
I had to leave that to one of my 
pupils. But he did a good job.” 

We think he did, too, Tony. 
And the entire editorial staff 
sends heartiest congratulations 
to you on your great victory. 
But, please, don’t rest on your 
championship laurels and let dust 
gather on your camera. We just 
couldn’t do without your fabu- 
lous pictures. s= 


Tony growls angrily at fan for booing him. He later explained, 
“That guy who booed me was a Frenchman. No Italian would boo me.’ 


then Langevin gav ud- 
CARPENTIER Continued from Page 41 He ingevin gave me a rub 


few flying tackles, and I did my 
back flip off the top ropes. Still 
no effect on my back. 

At one point, Jonathan bent 
me over his knee and wrapped his 
big arm around my waist. He 
started to squeeze and I felt a 
shooting pain at the base of my 
spine (see picture). I started to 
let out a scream and I wanted to 
tell the referee that I quit. But 
then Jonathan did a _ strange 
thing. He released the hold and 
even caught me before I could 
fall to the floor. 

The match went 30 minutes 
and was called a draw, I was so 
happy that I turned a somersault 
and Legs Langevin was so re- 
lieved that he jumped into the 
ring and kissed me. 

When we got back to the dress- 
ing room, I showered quickly and 


down. I started to get dressed 
when Jonathan walked into the 
room. He had on his cowboy hat 
and he was all dressed ready to 
go home. He looked at me, then 
at Langevin. We didn’t know what 
to expect because Don Leo Jona- 
than is not the kind of man who 
goes around paying social calls. 

“You thought I didn’t know 
about your back, Carpentier,” he 
said. “And maybe you thought I 
couldn’t get a Crab on you be- 
cause yow re such a hotshot. Weil, 
don't kid yourself.” 

I was speechless. Had I realized 
that Jonathan knew the situation, 
ten horses couldn’t have got me 
into that ring. But if he knew, 
why didn’t he go after my back 
with everything he had? 

Don gave me the answer: “Peo- 
ple think I’m a first class heel. 
They throw beer cans and ciga- 
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rette butts at me and hope I get 
my brains kicked out. The way 
they carry on you'd think I was 
some kind of wild animal. 

“Well, I had a chance to do a 
real hatchet job on you tonight, 
Carpentier, but I let you off the 
hook because as much as I wanted 
to see you stretched out on that 
canvas, I couldn’t take advantage 
of a sick man.” 

With that, Jonathan left the 
room, slamming the door behind 
him. 

Langevin and I stared at each 
other for what seemed a whole 
hour. Then I said, “And to think 
I always hated that guy!’ 

Langevin nodded, his face a 
study in bewilderment. 

“So help me,’ I said, “if I ever 
hear anybody knock Don Leo 
Jonathan again Pll bust him right 
in the mouth.” 

That man saved my life. = 


ROYAL 


Continued from Page 29 


talents, which are 
secrets between us.” 

With that, she planted a kiss 
on her husband’s lips and smiled 
slyly. 

The Royals have four frisky 
kids who whip around their big 
ranch house in Amarillo and de- 
light in ganging up on their 
father and knocking him to the 
floor. 

Ten-year-old Tony, the oldest, 
chuckled, “We jump on Dad when 
he’s not looking. I take his legs, 
David (9) takes his head and 
Tonda (8) takes whatever parts 
she wants.” 

“How often do you succeed in 
bringing down your Dad?” 

Tony’s face lit up like a lamp. 
“Always,” he said. “He can’t beat 
us all.” 

Nelson, who was listening in- 
tently, slammed his hand down 
on the table and grunted in mock 
anger, ‘Tony is right. They are 
too strong. But someday I’m go- 
ing to fool them.” Then the big 
wrestler ran from the room to 
keep from bursting out laughing. 

Royal confines his wrestling 
activities to the Southern part of 
the U. 8. because he likes the peo- 
ple there and he’s never more 
than a few hours by jet from 
Amarillo, When he expects to be 
in any one territory for more 
than a month, he takes the whole 
family along with him, 

That’s the situation now, and 
from his base in Charlotte, N. C., 
Nelson swings out to wrestle in 
both Carolinas, Virginia, Tennes- 
see and Georgia. 

How long will he remain in this 
particular territory? “Until we 
wear out our welcome,” piped Kit 
Royal. 

Which will be quite some time, 
if the size of the crowds Nelson 
has been attracting has anything 
to do with it.= 


personal 


AUTHORS WANTED 
BY N. Y. PUBLISHER 


Leading book publisher seeks manuscripts of all 
types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarly and 
religious works, etc. New authors welcomed. For 
complete information, send for booklet D2 It’s 
free. Vantage Press, 120 W. 31 St., New York 1. 


THE HEX! 


Continued from Page 37 
sake, Timmy—give him the hex. 
He’s beatin’ the hell outta me!” 

Timmy dutifully invoked the 
hex. Nobody knew what it was— 
and he refused to divulge its na- 
ture—but suddenly Tarzan began 
to get the better of his rampag- 
ing opponent. 

He had to use some unorthodox 
means, like grabbing Orton by the 
seat of his trunks while yanking 
Bob’s arm back to spill him. But 
when he hit his stride, he stag- 
gered Bob with sizzling dropkicks 
and later, as Orton attempted to 
leap at him off a ring post, Tyler 
doubled him up with a vicious 
shot to the belly. 

Timmy gestured and roared ap- 
proval during the assault and 
when Tarzan’s hand was finally 
raised in victory, he leaped into 
the ring to share in the ovation 
for his brother. 

And that’s where things started 
to go haywire. Tarzan had warned 
Timmy against interfering in the 


match. But Timmy had waited 
long enough for this moment. 

After all, the match was over. 
Tarzan had won the belt. And big, 
bad Bob Orton was on his knees, 
still groggy from the battering. 

Grabbing the belt from the ref- 
eree, Timmy waved it high over 
his head as if in praise of his bro- 
ther. Then, to everybody’s sur- 
prise, he spun it around and 
whipped it down on Orton’s head. 

Referee Charley Laye lunged at 
Timmy to retrieve the belt. While 
they scuffled, Orton rose to his 
full six-feet-four-inches and body- 
slammed Timmy to the mat. 

The house was in an uproar 
now. But it was nothing compared 
with the racket that ensued when 
referee Laye reversed his decision 
because of interference and pro- 
claimed Bob Orton ‘‘still Southern 
heavyweight champion.” 

It was a gloomy pair of bro- 
thers who trudged back to the 
dressing room. Tarzan didn’t say 
anything, but it was plain from 
his manner that he’d never invite 
his brother to ringside again. The 
kid was a jinx. » 


IS YOUR HAIR 


Stand in front of a mirror. Take a 
long hard look at the top of your 
head. Do you have as much hair as 
one year ago? Do you see any new 
hair growth? 


If your answer is no, it is impor- 
tant that you take steps today to 
save the hair you now have, If 
you act now, you may be able 
to reverse the trend on your 
head. You may be able to grow 
new hair faster than it is falling 
out. Doesn't that make sense to & 
you? Wouldn't you like to look 
in the mirror a year from now 
and see more hair on your head 
than you see now? Why lose your 
hair if you don't have to? 


CAN YOU SAVE YOUR HAIR? 


Every year thousands of men and 
women go bald—needlessly —because 
of a scalp infection. This scalp infec- 
tion is called seborrhea. Doctors say 
that three germ organisms cause sebor- 
thea: staphyloccocus albus, pityrosporum 
ovale, and microbacillus. These germs 
attack the sebacious glands and the hair 
follicles themselves. If not checked, permanent 
damage is done, The hair follicles atrophy, lose 
their ability to produce new hairs. The result: 
premature baldness. 


a- 


You can easily tell if you are a victim of seborrhea. 
If you have itchy scalp, dandruff, hair loss, very dry or 
oily scalp, the chances are that you have seborrhea. 
Neglect these symptoms and you invite baldness. 


Treat your scalp to Ward's Formula, This amazing 
scalp medicine quickly controls seborrhea and stops the 
hair loss it causes. 


Male pattern baldness is the cause of the 


great majority of cases of baldness and exces- 
sive hair loss, for which neither the Ward 
treatment nor any other treatment is effective. 


GOING? 


DOUBLE MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 


In seconds, Ward's Formula kills 
these three parasitic germ organ- 
isms retarding normal growth, This 
has been proven in scientific tests 
by a world-famous testing labora- 
tory (copy of laboratory report 
sent on request), Ward's removes 
infectious dandruff, stops scalp itch, 
brings hair-nourishing blood to the 
scalp, tends to normalize yery dry 
or oily scalp, Ward's Formula cor- 
rects the ugly symptoms of seborrhea, 
stops the hair loss it causes. Ward's 
Formula has been tried by more than 
550,000 men and women on our famous 
Double - Your - Money - Back- Guarantee. 
Only 1.9% of these men and women 


_ 
em 
_— : 
” . were not helped by Ward’s and asked for 
’ their double refund, This is truly an 
7 amazing formance, Treat your scalp 


with Ward's Formulas. Try if af our risk. 
In only 10 days you must see and feel the 


marked improvement in your scalp and hair. 


Your dandruff must be gone. Your scalp itch 
must stop. Your hair must look more attrac- 
tive and alive. Your hair loss due to seborrhea 
must stop. If your hair loss is the predominant 


male pattern baldness type, which neither our 
product nor anything else will help, accept Double Your 
Money Back for your trouble. If your hair loss is due 
to seborrhea, you must be delighted with the results. 
You must be completely satisfied, or simply return the 
unused portion for your double refund. We take all the 

risk. So why delay? Delay may cost your hair. 
H. H, Ward & Co., Inc., 19 W. 44 St.. N.Y. 36, N.Y. © 1963 
_ 


Soe enes eee en ast aseseesesneseaasasne eee 
H. H, WARD & CO., INC. DEPT 3605-H 
19 West 44 Street, New York 36, N. ¥ 
Rush Ward's Farmuln 10 me at once, f must be eotnpletely satisfied 
in only 10 days of you GUARANTEE refund of DOUBLE MY 
MONEY BACK upon return of bottle end unused portion. 


Name - ——— — = 
Address. 
City, 


Zone 
Enclosed find $2, send pestpaid (check, cash, money order! 
Send C.0,D, 1 will poy postman $2 plus postal charges 
_ Send triple size for $5, You save $1 


DOUBLE MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


State 


THE BATTLE ............. 


would be advertised as The Battle of the 
Century —for the Undisputed Heavyweight 
Championship of the World.” 

Now if only they could all agree on where to 
hold the match. . . . They tried to work it out. 
For close to three hours they tried, but without 
success. However some progress was made. The 
Sammartino side continued to talk about that 
80,000 seating capacity in New York’s Yankee 
Stadium and one of Bruno’s spokesmen said: 

“Gentlemen, there is no question in my mind 
that if we hold the bout in the Stadium this sum- 
mer (1965), we will set an all-time wrestling at- 
tendance record. And not only that. For the first 
time in history, a wrestling match will receive 
coast-to-coast newspaper, radio and television cov- 
erage. Not because the news media will have had 
a change of attitude toward wrestling, but rather 
because the general public would demand full 
coverage. 

“Gentlemen,” the spokesman concluded, “I sin- 
cerely believe that we owe it to the sport as a 
whole to make sure this historic match is held in 
Yankee Stadium.” 

When the speaker sat down, some members of 
the Thesz group seated on the opposite side of 
the big conference table nodded in agreement. 
It was a good sign. Or was it? One influential 
Thesz spokesman rose slowly. “Gentlemen,” he 
began, “I agree that Yankee Stadium would be 
an ideal place. But Yankee Stadium is in New 
York, and New York has a State Athletic Com- 
mission which hasn’t always seen eye to eye with 
wrestling promoters. However, we can live with 
that part of it. But that New York Commission 
would have the authority to select the officials, 
and on that score we cannot give our approval.” 

More arguing followed, with the Sammartino 
people assuring the Thesz crowd that the New 
York Commission was really the fairest in the 
whole country and that every athlete who has 
ever competed in the State of New York received 
fair and honest treatment. 

The Thesz people were somewhat reassured 
after that and when the meeting finally broke 
up (after six hours and 22 minutes) it was in a 
friendly atmosphere, with handshaking all 
around. 

When the head man of the Thesz group walked 
the head man of the Sammartino group to the 
door, he shook his hand warmly and said, “I 
think we have all the main problems ironed out. 
Let’s meet in about thirty days—lI leave it to you 
to choose where—and I think we’ll be ready to 
sign the contracts.” 

The Sammartino chieftain smiled, ‘“That’s fine 
with me. To tell you the truth, I’d like to get these 
negotiations over with as quickly as possible and 
get down to the match itself. I’m just dying to 
find out which of those two guys really is the 
champion of the world.” 

So would we. So would we. = 
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G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING 


published by G. C. 
. are like fine wine 


Issues of every magazine 
London Publishing Corp 


CORPORATION 


with each passing day. Already the first issue 


of BOXING INTERNATIONAL 


and rare gems in that they increase in value 
is being hoarded by collectors 


G. C. LONDON’S 


Rare Old Book Shop 


pies just, as he put it, 


to store them away for a few 
collectors will gladly pay up to 


world. In fact one dealer of rare books in 
a copy.” 


Boston ordered 150 co 
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er’s experience and complete your collections 
while the issues are still available at the 


original price of 50c per copy? You’ll be 


Why not take advantage of that Boston deal- 
making a wise investment. 
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BOB ELLIS 


A WARM HELLO to all of you! 
The letters and bulletins continue 
to pour in—and that’s the way we 
like it! Keep ’em coming, and be 
sure to let us know, well in ad- 
vance, what your club is planning. 
That way, we’ll be able to get it 
in these pages. 

Here’s some good news: More 
and more, we get indications that 
many of the wrestlers who shrug- 
ged off fan clubs in the past have 
reconsidered, and are now recog- 
nizing the value of our activities. 
Much thanks for this heartening 
development is due to the hard 
work of club presidents and 
members. 

Received some interesting let- 
ters from foreign lands, one of 
them from Harry Croasdell, 46 
Ulverston Road, Swarthmoor- 
near-Ulverston, Lancashire, Eng- 
land. Harry, 17, is a dyed-in-the- 
wool wrestling fan who has a big 
collection of posters (the kind you 
find in stores and around the 
arenas, advertising forthcoming 
matches). He’d love to hear from 
American fans and perhaps swap 
posters. We’re not trying to com- 
pete with BOXING INTERNA- 
TIONAL/’s Collectors’ Corner, but 
we do think that this is a wonder- 
ful opportunity for lovers of 
wrestling memorabilia, 

GIL “TORNADO” LANDAU, 
currently wrestling in Puerto 
Rico, sent us a nice letter. Gil 
takes time off from his busy 
schedule to preside over the new- 
ly-formed Worldwide Wrestling 
Association, a non-profit organi- 
zation dedicated to the betterment 
of the sport. 

Vicki Head, Rural Route 1, Ben 
Hill Road, Lithia Springs, Ga., is 
President of the RAY GUNKEL- 
DICK STEINBORN Internation- 
al Fan Club. Here’s a real goin’ 
outfit and though the membership 
roll is loaded, Vicki writes that 
new fans are always welcome. 


BUDDY AUSTIN 


Jane Rhodes, 2733 Church Ave., 
Brooklyn, N. Y., 11226, President 
of the International MARGARET 
GARCIA Fan Club, tells us that 
Margaret is an ideal honorary 
who works hand in hand with her 
club. One of the most popular of 
the gal wrestlers, Margaret start- 


ed thrilling mat audiences in 
1962, stands 5’3” and averages 
127 shapely pounds. Other vital 
statistics: February 8 is her 
birthday; she considers Fabulous 
Moolah her toughest opponent; 
favorite color—red ; favorite flow- 
er—the rose; favorite wrestlers 


—Mark Lewin, Hans Schmidt, 
Antonino Rocca, Vittorio Apollo 
and the Scott Brothers. Home to 
Margaret is Sequin, Texas. Jane 
will be glad to send you all the 
details on how to join the club. 
Why not drop a line to Paul 
Johnson, 322 Douglas Ave., Tor- 
onto 12, Ontario, Canada? Paul 
is President of the JOHN PAUL 
HENNING Fan Club, and an- 
swers every letter. You’re sure to 


‘enjoy his informative letters, as 


we always do. 

If you’re interested in joining 
the TONY ANGELO Fan Club 
(and from the attendance ' at 
Tony’s matches, you must be!), 
contact the club President, Mike 
Dilallo, Jr., 6803 Monk Blvd., 
Montreal 20, Canada. 

Michael Hargraves, 7813 Tory 
Place East, Jacksonville, Fla. 
32208, heads the International 
COWBOY BOB ELLIS and 
EDDIE GRAHAM Fan Club. 
This organization issues an excel- 
lent bulletin. Michael and vice- 
president Norman Kietzer spare 
no effort to insure the club’s 


success, 
Here’s something new: John 
and Jim Lee, Windsor, North 


Carolina, have started the Wres- 
tling Tape Spinners’ Fan Club 
for owners of tape recorders. 
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DORY DIXON 


NICK BOCKWINKLE 


FAN CLI 


By Jos 


Lou Bastien (left) and brother Red sign aut 


John and Jim have tapes of the 
audio portion of the matches in 
their area and want to swap with 
fans all over the country who 
have tapes of the bouts in their 
areas. There are no dues requir- 
ed, just an honest interest in 
wrestling. Sounds like a great 
idea. 

Jim Ryan, 15 Kane Ave., Larch- 
mont, N.Y., is President of the 
JERRY GRAHAM Fan Club. 
Members receive an identification 
card, biographical sketch and 
photos of Jerry, an autograph, 
monthly bulletins and a monthly 
Worldwide Federation rating 
sheet, Jim would like to hear from 
you, 

Jeff Walton and Terry Brodt, 
1358 South Sierra Bonita, Los 


VITTORIO APOLLO 


ornelius 


| 


\ 
} 


graphs for fans outside Lou's Detroit home. 


Angeles 19, Calif., have taken 
over the Worldwide FRED BLAS- 
SIE Fan Club from Martin Mar- 
gulies. Here’s wishing Jeff and 
Terry luck—and here’s wishing 
all you Blassie fans drop them a 
line. 

Ruth Reis, 1778 Potomac Ave., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 15216, writes 
that, due to personal problems, 
she must relinquish her Presi- 
dency of the JOHNNY POWERS 
Fan Club. Ruth wants to thank 
all the club’s members for their 
cooperation and support. “And I 
wish Johnny the best of luck in 
the future,’” she adds. “As far as 
I’m concerned, he’s the greatest.” 

Want to join the North Caro- 
lina Wrestling Association? For 
details, write Sherill Inman, 2221 


EMILE DUPRE 


5 CIRCLE 


Kimberly Drive, Fayetteville, 
N.C, 
Bob Silva, 1109 West 51st 


Place, Los Angeles, Calif. 90037, 
is President of the Worldwide 
Wrestling Rating Fan Club. Bob 
has a terrific bulletin in his 
“Wrestling News.” Anyone inter- 
ested in collecting wrestling facts 
can’t go wrong with this club. 

Robert Reilly, 937 South Elmo- 
ra Ave., Elizabeth, N. J., is doing 
a great job as President of the 
International JERRY, EDDIE 
and LUKE GRAHAM Fan Club. 
Bob writes that all three brothers 
are deeply interested in this, the 
only authorized club for the trio. 
Graham fans should waste no 
time in joining up. 

For those of you who may have 
missed previous listings, here are 
some other topnotch clubs: The 
BUDDY AUSTIN Fan Club— 
President: Margaret Hall, 89 
South Washington, Delaware, 
Ohio... The VITTORIO APOL- 
LO Fan Club—President: Daph- 
ne Knight, 83-19 141st St., Ja- 
maica 25, N. Y.... The RED 
BASTIEN Fan Club—President : 
Leonard Spielman, Route 2, 
Chambersburg, Pa. ... The BAR- 
BARA BAKER Fan Club—Pres- 
ident: Robert Swisher, 67 Wav- 
erly Ave., Dayton 5, Ohio... The 
NICK BOCKWINKLE Fan 
Club—President: Ellen Wood, 
824 Sycamore St., Columbus, In- 
diana . . . The TONY BORNE 
Fan Club, 2227 N.E. Hancock St., 
Portland 12, Ore. . . THE 
CRUSHER and THE BRUISER 
Fan Club—President: Larry Lee, 
1214 5th St., N.E., Minneapolis 
18, Minn. . .. The DOROTHY 
CARTER Fan Club—President: 
David Thompson, Star Route, 
Lebanon, Ky. .. . The LARRY 
CHENE Memorial for Crippled 
Children—President: Effie Dol- 
ley, 128 Cleveland St., Ionia, 
Mich... .. The JERRY and BOB- 
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DOROTHY CARTER 


CRUSHER LISOWSKI 


BY COLT Fan Club—President: 
Joseph Cusano, 6 Peck St., New 
Haven, Conn. ... The MIKE 
CLANCY Fan Club—President: 
Wally Chaplin, 802 West Ilder- 
een, Springfield 3, Mo... . The 
ED CARPENTIER Fan Club— 
President: Glen Davis, 6148 
Rockwell, Chicago 45, Ill.... The 
HAYSTACKS CALHOUN Fan 
Club—President: Steve Stupa- 
coff, 2831 Locust Ave., Ronkon- 
koma, L. I., N. Y.... The JERRY 
CHRISTY Fan Club—President: 
Connie Pflug, Box 384, Lake Al- 
fred, Fla....The DORY DIXON 
Fan Club—President: Tommy 
Bore, 127 Grant St., Portland, 
Me. ... The EMILE DUPRE 
Fan Club—President: Phil Grif- 
fith, 18730 East 5th Ave., La Pu- 
enta, Calif. . . . The DALTON 
BROTHERS Fan Club—Presi- 
dent: Doug Adams, 301 Balti- 
more Way, Vancouver, Wash.... 
The North American Wrestling 
Association Fan Club—Presi- 
dent: John C, Coufalik, 11011 
Vaughn Road, Route 1 (Box 
301-A), Hiram, Ohio 44234, 

Once again we wish to thank 
everyone who has sent us mail, 
bulletins, honorary club member- 
ship cards, etc. Although it is im- 
possible to answer each letter, 
please be assured that we enjoy 
hearing from you, that it is our 
aim to disseminate the news you 
send. And what better way than 
through the pages of WRES- 
TLING ILLUSTRATED — the 
best mat magazine in the world, 
and the only one published 
monthly! Remember, this is 
YOUR column, so pass the word 
along to your friends and to the 
club presidents with whom you 
correspond, Our address: FAN 
CLUB EDITOR, Wrestling Illus- 
trated, P. O. Box 58, Rockville 
Centre, L. I., New York, 11571. 

Until next month, the best to 
all of you. = 


INTERNATIONAL 


Sv 


DON McCLARITY 


HANS SCHMIDT 


PITTSBURGH (Correspondent: GREG KWIA- 
TERK) ... Bruno Sammartino lost by disqualifica- 
tion to Bill Miller. Then, teaming with Cowboy Bill 
Watts, Bruno was edged by Miller and Waldo Von 
Erich. Waldo dumped Don McClarity. Bobo Brazil 
and Gorilla Monsoon drew. Haystacks Calhoun and 
Chief White Owl plastered Smasher Sloan and 
Klondike Bill. Arnold Skaoland over Steve Stanlee. 


DETROIT (Correspondent; ALLAN COOPER) 
... Chris and John Tolos topped Bob Nandor and 
Ilio DiPaolo. Paul DeMarco knocked off Alexander 
the Great. Whipper Billy Watson and The Beast 
drew. Johnny Valentine racked up Bulldog Brower. 
Andy Robins was tossed by The Sheik. Tex Mc- 
Kenzie surprised Professor Hiro. Girls: Fabulous 
Moolah flattened Judy Grable. 


ATLANTA, GA. (Correspondent: ROBERT GER- 
WIG) ... The Medics again beat Eddie Graham 
and Buddy Fuller, but lost to Fuller and Mario 
Galento. Tony Marino brushed off Red Roberts. 
Two Ton and Cry Baby Harris flayed The Daltons. 
Gino Britto over Crusher Karlson. 


STEUBENVILLE, OHIO (Correspondent: SAM- 
MY ROGERS) ... Bruno Sammartino checked 
Gorilla Monsoon. Match between Bill Watts and 
Waldo Von Erich was declared “no contest.” Chief 
White Owl scalped Johnny Powers. The Destroyer 
and Ron Romano gave in to John DeFazio and 
George Wolfe. Baron Gattoni whipped Frank Holtz. 
Hurricane Hunt blew down Paul Adams. 


ODESSA, TEX. (Correspondent: BEATRICE 
AGUILAR) ... Lou Thesz flattened Don Curtis. 
Art Neilson over The Red Raider. Art also drew 
with The Lawman, who won by disqualification 
over Duke Hoffman. Hoffman and Ken Lucas beat 
Jose Lothario and Billy Graham. Lothario then 
teamed up with Dory Funk, Sr., but had no more 
luck, losing to Ken Lucas and Sputnik Monroe. 
In a single, Dory, Sr. whipped Monroe. Girls: Betty 
Nicoli bowed to Gidget. 
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BUFFALO, N. Y. (Correspondent: RAY ERWAY) 
. . . Hans Schmidt won over Professor Hiro, but 
bowed to Whipper Billy Watson. Watson teamed 
with Johnny Barend to repulse Chris and John 
Tolos. Barend topped The Beast. Johnny Powers 
demolished Ron Donner and flattened Jim Brady. 
Johnny Kace topped The Black Orchid, but came 
out second best to Ilio DiPaolo. Ron Donner and 
Martino Angelo drew. Chuck “Scufflin’ Hillbilly” 
Conley won over Joe Christie. 


MEMPHIS, TENN. (Correspondent: H. W. HAR- 
RIS) ... Lou Thesz defeated The Bruiser. Bobby 
and Lee Fields over Karl Von Brauner and Saul 
Weingeroff. Alex Perez sank Rocky Smith. Al 
Greene was subdued by Wilbur Snyder. Luther 
Lindsay and Art Thomas too much for Tiger Con- 
way and King Toby. 


OAKLAND, CALIF. (Correspondent: DAVID A. 
HULL)... Billy White Wolf and Pat Barrett beat 
Charlie Kalani and Tony Galarza. Pat Patterson 
downed Tony Perez, Mitsu Arakawa over Larry 
Williams. Bearcat Wright flattened Ken Yates. 


PHOENIX, ARIZ. (Correspondent: DOUG CLIF- 
FORD) ... Bulldog Kent chewed on Alex Medina. 
Ramon Torres and Chuck Carbo drew. Luis Mar- 
tinez and Tito Montez dropped Felix Godo and 
Arnold Pasterick. 


VANCOUVER, CANADA (Correspondent: PE- 
TER KERR) ... The Kangaroos jumped all over 
Don Leo Jonathan and Gene Kiniski, Karl Gotch 
won by disqualification over Stan Stasiak. Red 
Bastien over Klondike Bill. Eric Froelich was upset 
by Jim Hady. Nikita Kalmikoff stopped Roy 
McClarity. 


RICHMOND, VA. (Correspondent: EMILY HAR- 
RIS) ... Johnny Weaver and George Becker topped 
Rip Hawk and Swede Hanson, Aldo Bogni and 
Bronco Lubich beat Abe Jacobs and Chief Big 
Heart. Mike Paidousis bowed to Angelo Martinelli. 
Luther Lindsay was winner over Jack Vansky. 
Lorenzo Parente and The Viking drew. Abe Jacobs 
pinned Pat O’Brien. 


BALTIMORE (Correspondent: FRANK DUR- 
GIN) ... Bruno Sammartino and Gene Kiniski 
drew. Cowboy Bill Watts bulldogged Smasher 
Sloan. Wahoo McDaniel cut down Tony Newberry. 
Arnold Skaoland and Magnificent Maurice drew. 
The Golden Terror over Miguel Perez. Haystacks 
Calhoun and Don McClarity defeated Jerry and 
Luke Graham. Bobo Brazil and Sweet Daddy Siki 
topped Gorilla Monsoon and Waldo Von Erich. 


LOS ANGELES (Correspondent: DAVE FIELDS) 
. . . Pedro Morales stopped The Hangman. Paul 
Diamond outshone Ken Yates, beat Johnny Vander 
and, teamed with Ernie Ladd, lost to The Destroyer 
and Billy “Red” Lyons. Ken Yates clipped Bud 
Cody and bowed, via disqualification, to Larry 
Evans. Mr. Moto also whipped Bud Cody, as did 
Billy “Red” Lyons. Lyons and The Destroyer were 
held even by Shohei Baba and Mr. Moto. The Hang- 
man forfeited to Shohei. Victor, the wrestling bear, 
forced The Destroyer to submit. Kurt and Karl Von 
Stroheim stopped Mr. Moto and Larry Evans. 
Shohei Baba squashed Fritz Von Goering. Ernie 
Ladd walked on Red Rhodes. Pedro Morales over 
Don Savage. GUADALAJARA, MEX.—Luis Gon- 
zalez upset Pantera Blanca, but lost by disqualifica- 
tion to Rudy Palma. The Red Terror took Panchito 
Ramirez. Lampago Kumano and Alberto Minos 
drew with Black Gile and Ray Mendoza. Luis Gon- 
zalez, Black Gile and Ray Mendoza tripped Pan- 
tera Blanca, Alberto Minos and Chico Marti. Pan- 
tera Blanca, Lampo Kuwano and Chico Marti tri- 
umphed over Black Gordman, The Masked Scor- 
pion and Black Gile. 


SAN ANTONIO, TEX. (Correspondent: LOREN- 
ZO BUSTOS) .. . Vittorio Apollo whipped Al 
Lovelock, won over Ciclon Negro, stopped Killer 
Karl Kox, and took the measure of The Hunchback. 
But, teamed with John Paul Henning, Apollo lost 
to Ciclon Negro and The Hunchback. Apollo didn’t 
give up, however. Taking on The Wrecker as a 
partner, he got even with Negro and The Hunch- 
back in a return. Killer Karl Kox over Gory Guer- 
rero. Cyclone Soto blew down Mike Harmon, Jim- 
my James was tossed by Joe Blanchard. Ivan the 
Terrible also floored James. The Wrecker was too 
much for The Hunchback. 


PORTLAND, ORE. (Correspondent: LORRAINE 
HAYNES) ... The Mad Russian tamed Maurice 
“Mad Dog” Vashon. Ricky Hunter and Buddy Ma- 
rino drew, as did Roy McClarity and Pepper Mar- 
tin. Jerry Kozak won by disqualification over Juan 
Sebastian, Haru Sasaki bowed to Alberto Torres. 


ST. PAUL, MINN. (Correspondent: JIM MELBY) 
... Dan Hodge flattened Bob Boyer. Verne Gagne 
won by disqualification over Maurice “Mad Dog” 
Vashon. Reggie Parks subdued Nicoli Volkoff. 
Jose Quintero gave in to Sid Freeman. MINNEAP- 
OLIS—Larry Hennig and Harley Race quelled The 
Bruiser and Crusher Lisowski. Billy Red Cloud 
obliterated Black Bart. Ricky Lopez was thrown by 
Sid Freeman. Bob Boyer upset Eddie Sharkey. Tiny 
Mills dumped Kurt Von Brauner, 
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MAT RESULTS 


SAN JOSE, CALIF. (Correspondent: JOE POTT- 
GIESER, JR.) ... Kinji Shibuya overcame Mark 
Lewin. Don Manoukian and Mitsu Arakawa tri- 
umphed over Pat Barrett and Billy White Wolf. 
Pat Patterson over Marquis DePere. Bearcat 
Wright squeezed Tony Galarza. 


LANCASTER, PA. (Correspondent: CARL NITZ) 
... Bruno Sammartino won by disqualification over 
Gorilla Monsoon. Arnold Skaoland beat Steve Stan- 
lee. Tony Newberry and Boris Malenko drew. Bobo 
Brazil and Wahoo McDaniel knocked over Jerry 
and Luke Graham. 


UTICA, N. Y. (Correspondent: S$. KETCHELL) 
. . . Hans Schmidt was disqualified after 28:35 of 
match with Ilio DiPaolo for tossing referee Jack 
Malachek through ropes. Terrible Ted, the wres- 
tling bear, flattened Gene “Logger” Dubois. Dia- 
mond Jim Brady too classy for Joe Christie. 
Midgets: Jamaica Kid and Baron von Himmel 


-slammed Farmer Pete and Honey Bauer. 


WASHINGTON, D. C. (Correspondent: GARY 
HONG) ... Bruno Sammartino and Wahoo 
McDaniel drew with Cowboy Bill Watts and Waldo 
Von Erich. Smasher Sloan crushed Kenny Ackles, 
The Golden Terror over Victor Rivero. Jerry Gra- 
ham squashed Jack Miller. Tony Newberry topped 
Frank Martinez. Arnold Skaoland gave in to Miguel 
Perez. Don McClarity licked Steve Stanlee. 


DETROIT (Correspondent: ALLAN COOPER) 
. . . Bobo Brazil and Lord Layton defeated The 
Sheik and Bulldog Brower. Brazil also whipped Tex 
McKenzie in 36 seconds. Andy Robins felled Jack 
Murphy. The Student was too smart for Jerry 
Maiburg. The Beast over Bob Nandor. Paul DeMar- 
co clipped Johnny Barend. Joe Christie and Hans 
Schmidt were subdued by Chris and John Tolos. 


SCRANTON, PA. (Correspondent: JOHN LONG) 
.. . Match between Bruno Sammartino and Waldo 
Von Erich ended in double disqualification. Arnold 
Skaoland bested Steve Stanlee. Cowboy Bill Watts 
pinned Smasher Sloan. Haystacks Calhoun won by 
disqualification over Gorilla Monsoon. Midgets: 
Billy the Kid and Farmer Pete were whipped by 
Cowboy Bradley and Jamaica Kid. 


EDMONTON, CANADA (Correspondent: EDNA 
BYRNE) ... The Kangaroos topped Jim Hady and 
Karl Gotch. Hady drew with Stan Stasiak, who lost 
to Red Bastien. Bastien won 11-man Battle Royal. 
Don Leo Jonathan over Klondike Bill. Nikita Kal- 
mikoff and Eric Froelich drew. Kalmikoff lost by 
disqualification to Karl Gotch. 


COME ALIVE WITH THE MAGIC OF ISOMETRICS 
It’s Fast! It’s Easy! The Results Will Amaze You! 


Order this Ingenious Set of Equipment 


and You’ll Never Stop Thanking Us 


* 


Isometric exercising is nothing new. It was used by the 
ancient Greeks and Romans to develop their bodies to 
magnificent proportions and to increase strength and 
endurance. The practice of Isometrics is based on the ] 
“overload” principle: the maximum amount of pressure 
exerted by one muscle against another. If used prop- 
erly, the Isometric method will make you feel increased 
power in the exercised areas almost immdiately. And 
soon after you swing into your regular program of 
Isometric exercising you'll feel better than you've ever 
felt before. Isometrics may be practiced by all mem- 
bers of the family with spectacular results, although 
women and children should begin with less strenuous 
programs than male adults. 


The equipment in this compact, beautifully designed 
set is made of the finest materials and, with proper 
care, should last a lifetime. Another advantage is that 
when not in use it can be easily stored in the corner 
of a closet. It’s the best $8 investment you can make. 


EERE RRR REE Re eee eee 
Fill out coupon and mail, with $8, to: 


PHYSICAL FITNESS CENTER 
Box 58 
Rockville Centre, L. |., New York 11571 


Please rush me the new Isometric Set. | enclose $8 as 
payment in full. 


Name Pe 

(Please Print) 
Address «sha teena fh 132 AghVie pies, Pee ee 
City State Lip Code:...-.ee: 


Step Into the Wonderful World of Isometrics 
by Ordering Now! You’ll Thank Us if You Do. 


(Offer good in U. S. and Canada only. For shipment to all 
other countries full price is $10.) No C.O.D. orders accepted. 


OFFICIAL WRESTLING RATINGS 


1—Lou Thesz 1—Penny Banner 
2—Bruno Sammartino 2—Judy Grable 
3—Gene Kiniski 3—Fabulous Moolah 
4—Fritz Von Erich 4—Rita Cortez 
MALE | 5—The Bruiser FEMALE | 5—Princess Little Cloud 

6—Pat O’Connor 6—Bette Boucher 
7—Ray Stevens 7—Anne Casey 
8—Ed Carpentier 8—Karen Kellogg 
9—Killer Kowalski 9—Fran Gravette 

10—Dan Hodge 10—Jean Antone 


1—Ray Stevens & Don Manoukian 
2—Pepper Gomez & Jose Lothario 
3—The Kangaroos 
4—Rip Hawk & Swede Hansen 

TAG TEAM | 5—George & Sandy Scott 
6— Miguel Perez & Haystacks Calhoun 
7—Al & Ramon Torres 
8—Don Leo Jonathan & Roy McClarity 
9—The Bolos 

10—Kurt & Karl Von Brauner 


These ratings are compiled with the full authority and approval 
of The National Wrestling Alliance, professional wrestling’s 
top governing body, and are universally accepted as “Official.” 


heck 


eKind of Body 


pf” / 
4 


Slimmer Waistline 
and Hips 
[_] Broader Chest and 
Shoulders : 
Weight, Soli 
Be, rhe RIGHT 
PLACES 


holder of the Title 
“The World's 
Most Perfectly 
Developed Man," 
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ES, it’s yours for the 

asking—the kind of body 
YOU want! Just tell me 
WHERE you need it—and 
I’ll add SOLID INCHES of 
powerful new muscle—make 
your entire body over into 
the kind of power house 
that women admire and 
respect. 


Do you want broader 
s» shoulders — pounds off your waist 
and hips — more powerful arms — hand- 
some legs — a mid-section with solid-as- 
steel muscle? Just check what you want 
right in the coupon below. You can get 
it in just 15 minutes a day—right in the 
privacy of your room. 

I don’t care if you are 15 or 50—skinny 
or fat. My methods are famous for work- 
ing FAST—getting RESULTS on skinny 
run-down bodies—turning flabby skin and 
bones into SOLID MUSCLE! 


WHAT’S MY SECRET? 


ei” 


Valuable Trophy 
Given Away 
Be the envy of 
friends! Win 
this strikingly 
handsome 


“Atlas Cham- “DYNAMIC-TENSION”! That’s the 
pion Meade ticket! The identical natural method that 
pet All pu- I myself developed to change my body 


from the scrawny weakling I was at 17 to 
my present supefman physique! Thousands 
of fellows are becoming marvelous physical 
specimens my way. I give you no gadgets 


pils eligible. 


LOOK At These RESULTS: 


put 


“Have 
342% on chest — 
(normal), 

expanded. 

F, S.. 


“When I started 


Vere 


YOU Want: 


[_| More Powerful Arms 
and Grip 

[_| More Powerful Leg 
Muscles 


More Energy, Vigor 
= and Vitality, Sleep 


...Prove to Yourself | Can Make 
You Over —from Head to Foot! 
IN ONLY 15 MINUTES A DAY 


More Restfully 


or contraptions, You simply use the dor- 
mant muscle-power in your own God-given 
body—watch it increase and multiply 
double-quick into real solid LIVE MUSCLE, 

My method —“Dynamic-Tension” — is so 
easy! Spend only 15 minutes a day in your 
own home. From the very start you'll be 
using my method of “Dynamic-Tension” 
almost unconsciously every minute of the 
day to BUILD MUSCLE and VITAL- 
ITY. And you'll be using the method which 
many great athletes use for keeping in con- 
dition for boxing, wrestling, baseball, foot- 
ball, tennis and every other sport, 


My Valuable Illustrated 
32-Page Book. NOT $1.00 
—NOT 10c—but FREE! 


FREE 


Send now for my 32-page book, describ- 
ing my famous method—packed with photo- 
graphs and valuable advice. Tells how 
YOU can develop big powerful muscles; 
excel in athletics; develop a magnetic per- 
sonality—and more. Shows what “Dynamic- 
Tension” has done for thousands of other 
fellows, young and old. 

This book is a real 


prize, yet I’ll send you a . By 
copy absolutely FREE, ‘." 4" 
Rush coupon to me per- Vawees 
sonally: CHARLES ATLAS, » Fo / 
Dept. 1356 115 E. 23rd Si) \ 
Street, New York, N. ¥. > cy 
10010. CH 


TcHartes ATLAS, Dept. 1356 
| 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. 10010 
| In England send to: Charles Atlas, 10 Chitty Street, London, W. 1. 


Dear Charles Cethas: Hers the kind of, 
Lk ent: 


(Check as many as you like) 


your famous book ‘‘Everlasting Health 


Send me absolutely FREE a copy of j 
and Strength’’—32 pages, crammed with | 


your Course photographs, answers to vital questions, 
| weighed ony, Wo C Broader Chest, Shoulders and valuable advice. No obligation. 
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